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Chapter 1 


"Coming up in the six o'clock news—Wade 
Ramsey, the man sentenced to twenty-five years in 
the DUI and vehicular manslaughter case last week 
commits suicide in jail just days before he's 
scheduled to be transferred to prison... Up next, 
Rickie with what's new in Hollywood!" 


Kit turned off the television with an angry snarl. He 
supposed he should be happy the man responsible for his 
brother's death was dead. But he'd taken the coward's way 
out like Kit expected he might. While the court had 
been watching the prosecutor as he'd flashed images of 
Bear, finalizing his image as the "Al-American Boy 
Next Door" in the minds of the jurors, Kit had been 
watching the man who had been too stupid to realize 
he'd been drunk that night. And he'd seen the regret in 
that haggard face. But Kit hadn't cared. He 
remembered being glad the man who had murdered his 
brother was suffermg. Six months to the day of the 


accident, the sentence had been announced. The man 
would rot for twenty-five years. Bear was only twenty- 
four on the night they'd been hit ftom behind as they 
walked home. And Kit had held onto that anger, 
clutching it tightly to his chest, for six whole months. 
He'd breathed in the hatred, living on it when food lost 
all meaning, when sleep was just a nightmarish string of 
flashbacks. And he could have existed on it for years to 
come. Twenty-five to be precise. But the coward had 
stolen that from him as well. 

"Kit, honey, did you see on the news?" his 
mother called from outside his closed bedroom door. 

Yeah, he'd seen the news, right in between the 
local food review and the entertainment section. News 
of his brother had been a big deal after the accident. 
Local boy killed by a drunk driver. High school football 
star hit by truck. And then the stories had faded. Once 
a day turned into once a week. And then maybe Bear 
would be given a few minutes during a slow period on 
Saturday mornings. Everyone knew the man was guilty. 
And those who had known Bear had already said 
goodbye to him months before at the funeral. But Kit 


wasn't ready to do that yet. He didn't want to let his 
best friend go so easily. 

"Kit... c'mon, sweetie, talk to me please... it's 
been days. You need to come out of your room 
sometime..." 

Why did he need to? Was the world ending? 
And even if it was, he'd do just fine sitting on his bed, 
surrounded by the few of his brother's things that his 
parents hadn't been able to pry from his fingers when 
they went on their mission to put Bear into boxes in the 
attic. Their therapist had said it was unhealthy for them 
to keep a shrine of Bear's old things in his otherwise 
empty room. Kit thought they could have left it up for a 
few more years. Five, at least. He might feel better 
about his brother's death after five good years. But 
probably not. The therapist was an ass. And Kit had 
told him so during the first session his parents had 
forced him to go to. He hadn't been back and hadn't 
seen another either. He didn't need them 

"Kit, don't make me come in there..." 

He looked to the doorway, waiting for her to 
enter the space she hadn't bothered to in so many 


months. He used to be close to his parents. They all 
used to be close. His doorknob never rattled, never 
turned. And his mother never came inside. It was just as 
well. She'd barely looked at him since Bear's funeral. 
And Kit was almost glad of it. 

'T'm going over to Betty's for the afternoon. 
Your father will be home in a few hours. You should 
call Jason. He might not know yet." The words faded as 
she walked down the hallway. 

Jason. Just the mention of his name was enough 
to make Kit shiver. He hadn't seen Bear's best friend 
since the funeral. He hadn't been in the courtroom 
during the week of the trial. And while his parents had 
wondered why he hadn't come, Kit hadn't. He wouldn't 
have been there either if he hadn't been required to 
speak as a witness. The photos, the expert testimony, 
the autopsy... it had all been too much. Too real. Kit 
spent each night of that week crying himself to sleep 
only to wake up and do t all over again the next day. 

Jason's presence would have made the ordeal 
much worse. Bear and Jason had been inseparable 
since middle school. Kit had been a skinny nine-year- 


old when Bear brought his new best friend home with 
him. Kit had begged to be included in their games until 
the boys finally relented and let him tag along. Jason had 
always been there for them both. The first time Kit had 
tried to hold hands with a girl, Jason had been there, 
cheering him on while Bear tried not to laugh. The only 
time Bear had ever skipped school was when Jason 
broke his ankle in a motorcycle accident. A month later 
when Bear wanted his own bike, Jason talked him out 
of it. He'd bought a muscle car instead and the boys 
had crashed it less than a year later when Bear had 
gone too fast on a patch of ice. 

And at fourteen, Kit had realized he loved Jason. 
It was the only secret he'd ever kept from his brother, 
the only wedge he'd ever placed between them He'd 
continued to go out with them, still attended parties, 
watched movies, had his first drink with the two of them 
there to supervise. But Kit had known, all those years, 
that he loved his brother's best friend. And the feeling 
was still just as strong, even after six months of no 
contact. Before the accident, he couldn't go more than a 
day without hearing Jason's voice. He'd make up 


reasons to call the man or stay around when he knew 
Jason was coming over. On the rare occasions Kit 
couldn't get out of whatever obligation kept him from 
Jason's company, he'd ask his brother how he was 
doing and where they were going. He'd driven Bear 
nuts sometimes. But he was sure Bear never knew the 
real reason behind his actions, and so his secret was 
safe from Jason. 

He stood up, his muscles aching from inactivity, 
and touched the picture of the three of them taped to his 
mirror. Bear stood between his brother and his best 
friend, his grinning face taking up most of the photo as 
he leaned toward the camera, bringing the two of them 
with him. Jason was beside him, already sporting the 
first of his many tattoos. And on the other side of Bear 
was Kit, the smallest of the three and clearly already 
getting a sunburn as they spent the afternoon swimming 
in the river. That had been the summer before Bear left 
for Harvard to get his bachelor's degree on a fill 
scholarship. The news had harped on that. Kit stroked 
the well-worn photo before taking a step back. His 
mom was right. Jason deserved to know, if he didn't 


already. 

He heard his mom leave, her car starting up with a 
soft purr before she drove away. Kit couldn't help the 
nervous flutter of anxiety at the idea of seeing Jason 
again. He was just a guy, just like any other guy, Kit 
reminded himself as he combed the messy locks of his 
hair. Only, he knew the truth. Jason wasn't just any guy. 
He hadn't ever just been anything. And that thought had 
Kit clutching his stomach as he tried to hold back the 
bile that threatened to come up. He hadn't eaten today. 
Or yesterday either, as far as he could remember. 

He should call Jason. He didn't actually have to 
go see him Or a text would do just as well. Kit 
stopped before he reached for his phone. He didn't 
have Jason's number. He'd deleted it a week after the 
funeral when Jason hadn't called him. He realized now 
that the man would have no reason to call the kid 
brother of his dead best friend. But back then it'd been 
just another insult. Another knife carving his skin. Back 
then it'd felt like Jason had died too. And the rejection 
had been just too much for Kit to bear. 

He pulled on a pair of jeans, hopefully clean, 


from a pile in the comer. They were too big on him 
whereas just last year they'd almost been tight. He'd be 
better off with a belt but he didn't own any. He chose 
his cleanest T-shirt and forced his feet into a pair of 
sneakers. He looked in the mirror, hating his reflection. 
Too long without sunlight had made his skin pale and 
sallow. He'd never really cared that much about his 
appearance but he'd never looked like a walking 
zombie before. Screw it. There wasn't anything that 
could be done about it now. And it wasn't like Jason 
would actually care what he looked like anyway. If he 
was even at the tattoo shop anymore. 

Kit walked right past his old sedan as he left the 
house. Instead of going to the car he had once loved, he 
waited for the bus. He hadn't driven since the accident 
and had no intention of starting today. Discovering he'd 
forgotten his MP3 player, Kit started to go back for it 
but paused as the bus arrived, squeaking its brakes as it 
rumbled to a stop in front of him. The doors flew open 
wide and the driver leaned toward him, pushing up his 
cabbie hat in order to see Kit better. 

"Kit Gibson! Is that really you, son?" The 


driver's loud question attracted the attention of the 
people on the crowded bus. 

Kit ducked his head. Even ifno one knew him, 
his last name would be pretty familiar to anyone who 
followed the local news. He could feel his cheeks 
growing warm and the sensation quickly spread to his 
ears. He took a step back, preparing to bolt back to his 
house and hide in the safety of his room for another six 
months. 

But, he reminded himself, he was going to see 
Jason. He gulped down the fear and anxiety 
accompanying the thought. He'd always been the little 
brother tagging along. After today he'd have no reason 
to see Jason again. Sure, they'd say hi at the grocery 
store if they ran into each other. For a while at least. 
But then, eventually, they'd just be two strangers who 
happened to be at the deli at the same time. Jason 
would never again be the guy Kit had known growing 
up. That realization had him sucking down gulps of air 
as he struggled to blink back the tears stinging his eyes. 

"Hey, kid, you comm'?" 

Kit nodded. Jason should know the latest news, 


if he didn't already. Then Kit could say goodbye to his 
brother's best friend of over ten years. The man Kit had 
been in love with for six. 

He took a breath and forced his feet to move. 

"Christ, Kit, you need to eat something," the 
driver told him as he dropped what little change he had 
into the machine. 

Kit forced a half smile and quickly turned away. 
A man in the first seat got up as he approached. He 
normally would have protested that show of politeness. 
In fact, he was usually the first to offer up his seat to 
someone who needed it more than him But today the 
isolation suited him just fine as he folded himself up in 
the seat and rested his forehead against the cold glass of 
the window pane. He heard the people whispering 
around him, making sure everyone around them knew 
who joined them on the bus. Kit slumped further down, 
wishing he could be smaller than his nearly six feet so he 
could disappear. He wanted to turn around and yell at 
them to mind their own damn business. He kept quiet, 
the silence burning his throat. 

Kit watched the smiling faces of the people on 


the street as the bus zoomed past. He intentionally 
overlooked the guys who were on summer break. 
They'd be going back to their college campuses in a few 
weeks. He'd be staying home. His parents had 
understood, at first, why he didn't go back for the 
spring semester. It had started just days after the 
funeral. But when he chose not to register for the fall 
semester they weren't nearly as supportive. His mom 
drifted away from him. It'd been inches at first, like not 
saying goodnight to him. Then it stretched into an entire 
day where she didn't come see him in his room at all. 
Some part of him hoped she would drag him into the 
sunshine again. But she never did. There had been days 
where Kit had heard her do little more than cry in their 
room down the hall. Other days she spent busily 
cleaning the house until it shined and her hands were 
raw and cracked at dinner. That was back when he had 
still gone downstairs to eat dinner with his parents. 
Back before the empty spot next to his chair really 
started to get to him. 

His father had been just as bad at coping. He 
always worked late, but it was only after the accident 


that Kit started to notice. He left before Kit woke up in 
the morning and he didn't return until well after dark. He 
worked Saturdays, too, like he was today. His parents 
fought over his schedule a few days ago, the argument 
ending with the slamming of the front door and his father 
getting back into his car. He didn't come home before 
Kit fell asleep, sometime around midnight, and he was 
leaving as Kit woke up the next morning. 

The bus wound through the busy streets to the 
heart of downtown. Kit unfolded himself as the bus 
approached the Bear Valley Tattoo and Piercing shop. 
The neon sign in the window proclaimed it was open, 
though he saw no one standing inside. 

Bear was named after the valley. Their hippie 
parents had decided to name therr first child after the 
place he was conceived during a camping trip. Bear had 
always been embarrassed when his parents told the 
story to complete strangers. Now Kit would do almost 
anything to hear stories about his brother again. 

The bus came to a rumbling stop down the 
block from the shop and he and most of the others filed 
out onto the sunny sidewalk. He pushed his hands into 


his pockets, slumped his shoulders, and started making 
his way across the street. The whispers followed him 
even then, their hurried voices carried to him on the 
breeze. He ignored them, or at least tried the best he 
could, as he ducked into the shop. 

The familiar sights and sounds of the shop hit 
him like an ice bath. He, Bear, and Jason had spent so 
many afternoons in the shop surrounded by the buzz of 
the tattoo machines and the smell of disinfectant that the 
absence ftom that familiarity had been a strange sort of 
loss. The shop hadn't changed in six months. He wasn't 
sure why he expected it to, but somehow he thought 
Bear's death would have made more of an impact on 
the world. That this place, where they had hung out 
most afternoons for years, hadn't changed at all after his 
death just sent that message home even more. His 
brother's death only mattered to him it seemed. And 
Jason probably wouldn't care about the news anyway. 

He was turning to go when the man behind the 
counter spotted him. "Kit?" 

Kit turned, seeing the familiar pity in Joe's eyes 
and hating it. "I'm just gonna—" 


"Stay there," the man said as he got up. "Jason 
will want to see you. He's in the back. Stay right there." 
The man quickly hurried to the back of the shop where 
the office was. 

Kit stopped, frowning after the man. Had he 
been that easy to read? Apparently. He bit back a sigh 
and went to a new group of photos against a brightly 
painted blue wall. He and Bear had painted that wall a 
few months before Bear left for his first semester of 
college. Jason had sat back, drinking a soda and telling 
them what they were doing wrong. Kit smiled, 
remembering that day and how happy they'd all been. 

"The paint's peeling already. You two sucked at 
that," a voice said from behind him. 

Kit whirled, his heart racing as he stared up into 
a face as familiar as his own. "Jason..." he whispered, 
gulped and then gulped again. He could barely breathe 
past the lump in his throat. 


xk OK ok 


Jason looked the younger man over, his heart 


clenching as his gaze met those green eyes. He quickly 
looked away, unable to keep the contact any longer. 
But what he saw as he took in the rest of Kit made him 
so angry he wanted to yell at the man for taking such 
poor care of himself: He'd lost an easy twenty pounds 
in six months, and he didn't have the extra weight to 
lose. Jason clenched his lips together to keep from 
saying somethng that would make the obviously 
nervous man bolt. 

"I just came to tell you—" 

Jason shook his head and placed a hand on the 
back of Kits neck. Thankfully the younger man 
followed him without fuss to the private room Jason 
worked in. He helped him sit up on the chair and then 
leaned back against the counter. 

"You came to tell me what?" 

Kit quickly shrank back from him, his eyes 
focused on the floor as Jason's anger hit him Jason 
took a breath, forcing himself to calm down. "You were 
missed," he said as he grabbed the rolling stool and 
took a seat. "Not by me, of course, but by the others in 
the shop." 


Kit gave him a hitte smile and Jason's heart 
swelled with pride at being able to tease that much ftom 
the man his mother claimed had become a permanent 
fixture in his own bedroom He took a chance and 
rested his hand on the top of Kit's knee. The bones he 
felt through Kit's jeans had him mentally cursing, but he 
kept those thoughts to himself. Kit didn't need that kind 
of anger pressing on him right now. Daniele, Kit's 
mother, had said Kit needed gentle coaxing from him 
Gentle love, she'd called it. Months ago she'd begged 
him to come visit Kit, told him how bad it was starting 
to get. But damn, he never thought the man would go 
this far into the hole. And he hated himself for not 
stepping up to help him out sooner. Honestly, he was 
scared. He didn't want to see Bear's home, his life. His 
brother. But that was all shit. He could see now how 
much Kit needed help and he was a damn coward for 


not coming to see him. 
"Look... I...." Shit. Jason didn't even know 
where to begin. 


"He killed himself’ The man that murdered 
Bear," Kit whispered. As Jason watched, a shudder 


went through Kit's frame. Damn he was small. He'd 
always been shorter than Bear, but now he was damn 
near tiny. Jason shook his head and muttered a curse. It 
was all his fault. "Did you hear me? That asshole fucking 
killed himself" 

Kits yell echoed off of the walls in the small 
shop. Jason flinched at hearing such words come froma 
mouth that, six months ago, had barely known how to 
curse. "You stop that shit right now. This is my shop 
and if you don't have enough respect for yourself} then 
at least respect me." 

His hand clenched into a fist at his side. He 
wanted to backhand him. He was close to it. Too close. 
He took a deep breath, cleansing the anger out of him. 
Or so Bear had always told him Good in, bad out. 
Damn. Bear would know what to do. He always did. 

And then Kit's words sank in. "He what?" 

Kit stuck his chin out stubbornly. "Not 
repeating myself if you can't bother to listen to me the 
first goddamn time." 

Jason sat back and closed his eyes. For six 
months Kit's mom had been talking about how 


everything would be better once the man who killed her 
son was in prison. For those very long months Jason 
had listened to her praise a justice system that, in his 
eyes, failed more people than it helped. And then for 
the murderer to go and do this? "Fucking coward," he 
muttered darkly. 

"Damn straight," Kit said, his voice just as 
angry. "And why do you get to say it?" 

"Because I'm older." 

Jason fingered the gray bit of suede on his left 
wrist. The circle helped calm him, though he hadn't used 
that code at a gay club in months. His gaze flicked to 
Kit's wrists. Stupid as it was, he'd always wanted to tie 
the younger man. He'd thought about it plenty of nights 
and had often pictured Kit's face on the men he'd meet. 
None of them suited him. In those darkest of nights he 
wondered if Kit would struggle against the bindings. 
And most of all he wondered ifhe would take the same 
pleasure from being tied as Jason would from tying him. 

He took a breath and pulled himself out of the 
fantasy of being with Kit and back to the reality of the 
hurting man in front of him "So... he killed himself?" 


Jason said, hating the way it sounded. That wasn't 
Justice and his best friend deserved better. Hell, Kit 
deserved better. 

He watched as Kit nodded but his eyes were 
no longer focused on Jason. He turned to see what had 
caught his attention but quickly looked away. Though 
the tattoo was well done, that picture reminded him of 
things he wished not to dwell on right then. 

"It's a bear," Kit said. 

Jason nodded. It was a grizzly. A black and 
white tattoo ofa bear's face. It was artistic and tasteful, 
the bear looking serene instead of the far more common 
angry bear tattoos people often requested. 

"I want that. For Bear. And I want it now." 

Jason's gaze quickly shot up. "Whoa. Hold up. 
You've never gotten a tattoo. There's a thought process 
involved here. Tattoos are permanent." 

Kit gave him look. "Well, duh." His gaze 
travelled meaningfully over the full sleeves Jason 
covered with a long-sleeved shirt. He'd gotten more 
since the last time they'd all gone swimming, but Kit 
didn't know about those. He'd regretted a few of his 


first ones but those had long ago been blended into the 
larger picture on his back. He kept the important ones 
on his arms, where he could see them every day and be 
reminded of what they stood for. 

"If you won't do it, then I'll find someone else 
who will." 

Kit hopped off the tattooing table. He got a few 
steps closer to the door before Jason hooked an arm 
around his narrow chest, lifting him off his feet and 
putting him back down on the table with a loud thud, 
the table shaking beneath them. 

Jason held him there for a moment, not moving 
as Kit panted wildly beneath him He'd never handled 
him roughly before. In fact, he'd done his best to only 
touch him when absolutely necessary since Kit had 
turned eighteen and he'd fully realized his attraction to 
the younger man. He felt Kit shudder under his arm and 
looked over to see him staring wide-eyed back at him. 

"Sorry," Jason muttered as he forced himself to 
stand up, taking his weight off of Kit's chest. He 
watched as the man visibly swallowed and shifted away 
from him. Damn. He didn't want that look in the man's 


eyes. Kit was wary of him and Jason instantly felt guilty 
because of it. 

"Your brother made me promise the only one 
who would ever put ink on you would be me. He knew 
I'd take care of you," Jason explained as he took his 
seat on the stool. 

Kit slowly sat up and rubbed his chest where 
Jason had held him down. Jason's face pinched as 
another wave of guilt hit him hard. "I still want it. The 
bear, I mean. And..." He took a deep breath and went 
still "You can do it." His gaze shifted, locking with 
Jason's. He'd never seen those brilliant green eyes so 
angry. "But you don't ever get to touch me like that 
again." 

Jason nodded, feeling like shit and deserving 
every ounce of it. He shouldn't have touched him, 
shouldn't have forced him and should definitely never 
have slammed him like he did. "Damn, Kit. I'm sorry. 
Won't ever happen again. Swear." 

Kit nodded and looked away. His shoulders 
hunched and rounded as Jason got up and pulled a 
clipboard out of the cabinet. Jason slid it over to him, 


making sure it was near his fingertips on the table. "I 
need you to fill that out. Liability reasons. I'll give you a 
few minutes. If you're still here when I get back, then I'll 
give you the tattoo. If you're not... well, I understand. 
And I'm sorry Kit. Again. You deserved better and 
you've gotten the shit end of life these past few months. 
You've got every right to be angry at me and the rest of 
the world right about now. Just, damn, eat something 
will you? You're walking bones." With that he quickly 
left the room, feeling as if he couldn't get out of there 
fast enough. 


Chapter 2 


Kit watched Jason from beneath hooded eyes 
and flinched when the door closed with a loud snick 
behind him. Months ago a tackle like that wouldn't have 
even fazed him. Now, though, his chest ached as if he'd 
been thrown without padding. And he supposed that's 
exactly what had happened. What the hell had that 
been? Jason had never really been affectionate with 
him, not like he'd been with Bear, but he'd never been 
violent either. 

He should leave. He should get off his ass, say a 
nice little "fuck you" to Jason, and never see the man 
again. But his gaze drifted to the bear. It was stupid but 
that bear reminded him of his brother. And not just in 
the name. Its face was calm and confident. Just like his 
brother had been. His favorite quote had been from 
Yoda—"do or do not, there is no try." Bear's love for 
Star Wars had always surprised the girls he'd dated, 
but Kit remembered the nights they'd spent watching 
the series and loudly debating the benefits of being a 


Sith until their parents had come downstairs and told 
them both to go to bed. 

Bear had loved Yoda's quote and life had been 
just that simple to him He either did something or he 
didn't. He never made promises he couldn't keep and 
he didn't do anything half-assed. Damn, he missed his 
brother. He pulled his knees up to his chest and hooked 
his arms around his ankles. Bear would've decked 
Jason for handling him like that. Jason was bigger than 
his brother had been, and he seemed to have added 
even more muscle since the funeral but Kit was sure 
Bear would have won. 

The door cracked open and Jason poked his 
head around. "You're still here." He sounded surprised. 
Kit rolled his eyes. He didn't have it in him to leave. 
What little energy he'd started the day off with was 
quickly fading. And he wanted that tattoo. Bear had 
been right in making Jason promise to give him his 
tattoos one day. Jason was the best Kit knew, and he 
didn't think that just because he was in love with the 
man. 

Jason approached the table and Kit watched 


him come closer, trying to calm his beating heart. 
"Why'd you grab me?" 

He watched as Jason picked up the clipboard. 
He hadn't touched it and the man put it off to the side as 
he took a seat on the stool beside him "Would you 
believe it was an accident and my arm just happened to 
wrap around you?" 

Kit snorted. "And you just happened to body 
slam me?" 

Jason's face colored and he looked away. 
"Yeah... Sorry's not good enough but it's all I've got, 
Kit." 

He shrugged. "And I just want a reason." 

Jason ran both hands through his messy black 
hair. Kit had to stop himself from reaching out and 
touching those soft strands. Instead he balled his hand 
into a fist in his lap. Jason took a breath before he said, 
"I didn't want you to leave." Kit was about to interrupt 
him but Jason held up a hand to silence him. "I haven't 
seen you in six months. My fault and I'm shit for doing 
that to you. I thought you'd be okay. Even after your 
mom told me you were skipping meals and staying in 


your room I thought you'd come out of it. I figured you 
needed some time and then one day you'd snap back 
into life and you'd be okay. That was back in April and 
I'ma damn fool for not listening to her. Then you come 
in here and you've obviously needed help. I couldn't just 
let you go without doing something," 

"So you thought you'd crack my ribs?" The 
words were supposed to come out a lot stronger. But 
Jason was right. Kit did need someone. "I need Bear." 
He wiped his nose on the hem of his T-shirt. Oh hell. 
He bowed his head as the tears started coming down. 
Jason was beside him in an instant, those strong arms 
wrapping around his shoulders as he pulled Kit against 
his chest. "I miss him so damn much," Kit whispered as 
he rested his head against the steady drum of Jason's 
heart. 

"I do too, Kit." Jason rubbed Kit's back in 
large, soothing circles. "He was my best friend." 

Kit nodded. "Mine too." He took a deep breath 
and forced his body to move away from Jason's. It was 
a hard thing to leave that comforting warmth but he had 
to. "I want that tattoo, so hand me the clipboard." 


Jason's arm stayed around his shoulders for 
another moment before he got off the table and got the 
clipboard for him. He took a moment to fill out the top 
portion of the form before he looked up at Kat. "Want 
to do this yourself or do you want help?" 

Kit shrugged. "You can." 

Jason nodded and bent his head. "Let me know 
if something is mcorrect. No HIV, AIDS, diabetes, 
epilepsy or any communicable disease, right?" 

Kit shook his head. Jason should know those 
things but he supposed he had to answer him for the 
paperwork. 

"Have you done drugs or had alcohol today?" 
Jason asked. 

Kit's face went pale. "I don't do drugs. You 
know that. And I haven't had a drink since..." He bit 
his bottom lip and turned his face away. 

"Since Bear. Yeah, me neither. Sure you don't 
want to do this yourself?" Kit shook his head. "All right, 
then I'll keep going. I'm not responsible if you get an 
allergic reaction to the ink. Clear?" Kit nodded. "And if 
you get an infection, especially because you can't follow 


the basic directions I'm going to hand your sorry ass, 
that's not my fault but I will drive you to the doctor so 
that he can tell you what an idiot you were. And then I 
will laugh at you mercilessly." 

Kit managed a small grin. "You this mean to all 
your customers?" 

Jason smiled at him It was quick, just the 
simplest turn of his lips but it helped Kit feel better. 
"No, just you." His head went back down as he read 
through the sheet. "You're over eighteen, I'm not forcing 
you to get a tattoo, and you're sane." He looked up. 
"You are still sane night?" Kit rolled his eyes and Jason 
went back to finishing the paperwork. "Here, sign at the 
bottom. Date it yourself" 

He handed over the clipboard and Kit quickly 
took it. His eyes caught on his birth date. Jason had 
remembered. It's not like it was right near Bear's or 
near any major holiday so the fact the man remembered 
broke something loose inside of him Tears pooled in 
his eyes. "You remembered." 

"Remembered what?" Jason stood and came to 
see what Kit was looking at. Kit felt stupid at tearing up 


over something so simple. But it mattered. He pointed 
to the place where Jason had filled in his personal 
information. Jason shifted beside him "Yeah, so? I 
didn't forget you completely, Kit. I'm sure it seemed like 
it and I'm going to do my best to make that up to you. 
But thoughts of you didn't go away." Jason draped his 
hand on the back of Kit's neck and Kit found himself 
leaning into that warmth. 

"I feel like I did. That I didn't matter anymore." 
Jason's hand tightened on his neck as his fingers 
threaded into his hair and gave a light tug, forcing Kit to 
tilt his head back and look up at him. 

"You fucking matter. You've always mattered. 
To your family. To me. You've always fucking mattered 
and don't you ever forget that again," he ground out. 

Kit felt exposed as Jason held him there, but he 
didn't mind it so much as the man's words moved 
through him. He mattered to Jason. The man he loved 
thought that he mattered. He'd felt invisible for months, 
but Jason thought he mattered still. 

"Nod if you understand." 

Kit was quick to obey as he let go of his hair, 


giving him the slack he needed to move. Jason stayed 
next to him for another minute, rubbing his neck and 
moving his fingers along the fine hairs at the base of 
Kits neck as Kit quickly signed and dated the 
chpboard. He held onto it for another moment, 
pretending to read over everything printed there but 
really only prolonging that contact. Jason made an 
impatient noise in his throat and Kit handed the 
clipboard over. 

"Now, where do you want it?" Jason asked him 
as he put the paper in a drawer and started getting his 
things together. "And what colors?" 

Kit thought about his bank account. He hadn't 
worked since before the accident. His boss at the 
community center where he used to be a lifeguard had 
understood back then, when he'd first come out of the 
hospital, why he couldn't be in the water. But then his 
leave of absence stretched to weeks and finally he'd 
stopped returning the man's phone calls. He'd never 
officially been fired, but like everything else, he'd simply 
faded away. 

"Kit?" Jason prompted him. 


"How much for black and white on my back?" 
He had some money, not much though. And he knew 
tattoos were expensive. Especially from someone as 
talented as Jason. Maybe he'd let him work out a 
payment plan or something, 

Jason shook his head. "You have to ask that? 
Damn, but I'm offended." Kit looked up, worried he'd 
angered the man. "You're free. You'll always be free. If 
you want to cover yourself in polka dots, you will still 
be free. You got that?" Kit nodded, feeling stupid as he 
let his head drop back down to his chest. "So take off 
your shirt and lay down on your stomach on the table. 
I'm going to draw it freehand on your back and then 
you can decide if you like it or not." 

Kit hesitated as he fingered the hem of the ratty 
Tshirt. His mom had cried when she'd first seen the 
scars. His dad had put a hole through the drywall with 
his fist. He didn't want Jason to be that mad too. "I 
just..." He took a breath. "You can't be mad okay?" 

'T'm not going to promise not to be mad, Kit. 
That's unreasonable. Did you get your nipples pierced 
or something? You don't have to be embarrassed about 


that. I've done it too and it's kind of sexy." 

Kit just stared at him, learning more than he'd 
ever thought to know about Jason's chest. His nipples 
hadn't been pierced the last time they'd gone swimming 
and he wanted to ask when he'd got them done and if 
he could see them. And then if he could touch them and 
maybe lick them That'd always been a fantasy. He 
shook his head. No sex thoughts right now. He had to 
get his shirt off 'T've got..." He shuddered. "You see, 
there's..." Maybe he should just pick another location 
for the tattoo. But his back felt right. 

Jason came over to stand in front of him and 
placed a firm hand on either shoulder. "Kit, talk to me." 
His quiet command soothed Kit and he forced himself 
to nod. 

'T've got scars. From the accident. Mom and 
Dad freaked out when they saw them. Like seriously 
freaked. I don't want you to be upset too," he said 
quietly as he stared up into Jason's nearly black eyes. 

"I knew you were in the hospital and I was told 
you'd been grazed by the truck. I figured you'd have 
some scarring. We can't tattoo over the scars since you 


haven't had them long enough so I'll put the bear's face 
on a part that isn't scarred. Okay?" 

Kit nodded. Jason's classic, matter-of-fact way 
of dealing with problems had always served as a 
calming force for him Now more than ever. He 
watched as Jason dropped his hands and took a step 
back, giving him the space he needed to pull the T-shirt 
over his head. He tossed it to the empty chair beside 
the table and held his breath for the inspection. He 
heard the sharp inhale of Jason's breath and looked up, 
expecting pity but seeing pain. 

"You're bones, Kit." He placed a hand on Kit's 
visible ribs. "Jesus Christ, you're starving yourself" 

Kit shook his head. "Food doesn't really taste 
like anything." 

Jason's warm palm moved to a dark spot on his 
ribs, a bruise already forming, 

'T'm sorry. Again." He took a step back and Kit 
turned over onto his stomach. This would be the hard 
part. He knew what his scars looked like. What was 
once red, angry skin had mostly healed into raised pink 
tissue, but the truck had hit him hard and although it had 


done some of the damage, the road had done the rest 
as he'd been thrown across the gravel that lined the 
park. He knew his back would never look the same 
and Jason would only have about half of it to work 
with. Jason's hand was a firm weight on his lower back 
as he came to stand beside him 

"Do they hurt?" 

Kit shook his head. "I'm alive right? So I can't 
complain." 

"Yeah, you're alive," Jason said gently. "But you 
are still allowed to complain." Kit shivered as Jason's 
fingers moved up his spine, over the smallest of the 
scars to rest on his unblemished shoulder. 

"When the truck hit, I was already turning 
sideways so it scraped me and spun me sideways. I got 
a broken wrist, cracked ribs and a few stitches. I was 
lucky." He wasn't sure why he wanted to say all that. 
It's not like the papers hadn't explained it all already. 
But telling Jason felt different. 

"You would have died too, if Bear hadn't 
pushed you out of the way first." 

Kit nodded. His brother's last act in life was to 


save Kit's. Which was so completely typical of Bear. 
But it hurt that Bear had been this great shining light in 
the world and Kit had done pretty much nothing with 
his life before or after the accident. 

He quickly wiped the tears from his eyes, and 
took a deep breath to calm himself; as Jason started 
drawing on his left shoulder. He turned and watched 
him, those dark eyes so focused as he chewed his lip in 
concentration. "The wrong brother died." He'd never 
uttered those words before to another person, but he'd 
known them since he'd seen Bear pinned under the 
truck that night. The truth hurt to say but the words 
needed to get out. Most days he felt like he was 
suffocating under them. 

Jason stopped and put the pen down. He 
looked angry but his hand was gentle on Kits face as 
he stroked the hair back from his eyes. "You aren't your 
brother, you're someone completely different. And it's 
right that you're alive. We don't always get what we 
want or even understand what's given to us when we do 
get it. But the right brother is here with me right now." 

Kit closed his eyes and let Jason's touch soothe 


him. "How can you say that? Bear was amazing. He 
was going to do something good with his life." 

"And you're what?" 

Kit shrugged. He kept his eyes closed; it was 
easier that way. 

"You are just as good as Bear ever was. I 
loved Bear; he was my best friend and an amazing guy. 
But you're not him You're different and yet you're still 
as bright and as good. Neither of you should've died. I 
don't believe in fate or miracles or any of that, so I 
won't tell you it was some grand master plan for him to 
die and for you to live. It was a shit mistake ftom a 
fucking drunk driver and it cost you and your family a 
whole hell of a lot. And it pisses me off to no end that 
now he doesn't even have to suffer for it. But you are 
here and you're going to start dealing with that." 

"But... how?" Kit asked him, finally opening his 
eyes. He was surprised to see tears reflecting back in 
Jason's eyes as he wiped his own away. "I don't even 
know where to begin. I quit my job, I've missed one 
semester and I'm about to miss another. None of my 
friends are there anymore, my family is falling apart and 


"And you've got me," Jason interrupted him 
"I'm here now and I'm not going away again. Small 
steps. First, you're going to eat something after this. 
We're getting double cheeseburgers and milkshakes. 
It's good food and it's got the calories you need right 
now. And then you're coming over to my place for a 
while and we're going to hang out and watch a movie or 
two. You haven't left your house in months, Kit. You've 
barely even left your room. After that it's up to you to 
decide if you want to join the living again." 

Kit nodded. Jason was right, it was up to him. 
But he liked that someone else had a plan. He could use 
someone else taking control of his life for a little while 
and if Jason was willing to take the job, then he could 
have it. "Now, you ready for me to begin the tattoo?" 

Kit was surprised. "You're already done 
drawing it?" Jason nodded. "But... how? Doesn't that 
normally take an hour or something?" 

Jason gave him a half smile and rolled up his 
right sleeve just far enough for Kit could see the tattoo 
that covered his entire forearm from the inside of his 


elbow to his wrist. "The bear." 

Kit touched it with his fingertips. His gaze 
travelled to the picture behind Jason's head. "That's 
your arm" 

Jason nodded. "Yeah, it is. I did it the day of 
the funeral. I wanted a way to remember him always 
and just started drawing. A guy in the shop said he'd do 
the outlines for me and then I did the rest myself 
Tattooing yourself is not fun and I don't recommend tt. 
But I didn't want anyone else touching Bear's mark on 
my skin. And it took nearly the entire afternoon while I 
sat on this stool in front ofa mirror." 

Kit smiled. Jason had loved his brother. Kit 
was glad someone else had. "I'm glad he had you." 

Jason smiled and ran his hand down Kit's spine, 
leaving a trail of tingling warmth down cool skin. "T'm 
glad he had you too. You two were good for each 
other. And you were both damn good for me. I don't 
know how much Bear ever told you about my 
childhood, but I didn't have the best life growing up." 
Kit shook his head, Bear hadn't told him anything. "We 
won't go into specifics, it's done and over with. But 


there are reasons I spent so much time at your house. 
And your mom and dad took great care of me and 
Bear was like a brother and best friend all rolled into 
one." 

Kit nodded. "He was that for me too." 

Jason smiled at him and gave his hair a playful 
ruffle just before he turned on the machine. Kit 
watched, wide eyed as the pulsing needle came toward 
him. "You want to stop? Now would be a good time to 
say so." 

Kat bit his lip and shook his head. He balled his 
fist in preparation for the first bits of pain and although 
they came, it wasn't at the intensity he'd been expecting. 

He relaxed, uncurled his hand and took a deep 
breath. "It's not so bad," he said, amazed. 

Jason laughed. "You thought it was going to be 
awful?" Kit nodded. "Naw. It's not so bad. There are 
parts that hurt worse than this for sure. It'd be easier on 
you if you were the weight you're supposed to be. Right 
over bones hurts a lot. But this isn't a bad place to get a 
first tattoo." 

Kit nodded and let himself relax into the feeling 


of Jason's hand, steady and strong on his shoulder, as 
the machine buzzed against his skin. "You've changed 
soaps." He hadn't meant to say it out loud but Jason 
laughed good-naturedly. 

"Yeah, the other stuff was Bear's. He would 
buy a pack of the special handmade soap and then give 
me a few bars to make sure I didn't run out. He always 
was generous like that. It was hard to smell like him at 
first. But then it was hard not to. I switch back and 
forth, especially when I miss him." 

Kit felt a bit sad at that. Jason loved his brother 
and Bear had obviously loved him too. Had his brother 
had been bi and never told him? He couldn't be upset. 
Kit had never told Bear about being gay or loving Jason 
either. Now Kit was glad he hadn't told Bear. He never 
would have wanted to put his brother in that position. "I 
didn't know that Bear was bi. Why didn't he trust me 
enough to tell me that?" 

Jason frowned down at him. "Bear wasn't bi." 

Kit blinked up at him "But you just said..." 

"I said he was my best friend, was like a 
brother to me and that I loved him. He wasn't bi." 


"But..." Kit frowned. He'd assumed that since 
he loved Jason, Bear had as well. "I thought you two 
were... you know... together." He tried to shrug but 
Jason's firm hand on his shoulder stopped him and he 
remembered a second later that he was getting a tattoo 
on that shoulder. 

"We weren't. But it's okay to be gay, Kit. I 
know you never officially told me so don't be mad that 
I've known, but you don't have to feel like you need to 
hide it from me. Not sure why you never told me 
though. That was always a bit strange." 

Kit just stared up at him "You knew? But... 
how? No one knew. I didn't even tell Bear." 

Jason smiled down at him. "You didn't know 
we were in the house when that asshole Dale Frix 
broke up with you." 

Kitts face flamed. He hadn't loved Dale by any 
means, but he'd been his first boyfriend. "He said I was 
a bad lay." His skin flushed with shame. He hadn't 
attempted sex with another guy since then, though he'd 
gotten close a few times. The memory of that 
experience always stopped him. 


"Yeah, well, he was an idiot. And t's not like 
other guys haven't been told they're bad in bed before. 
Tt can kill the ego for a while but it's not the end of the 
world." 

Kit pursed his lips. "Sure felt like it. Stupid 
Dale. And it hurt too." It felt strange telling Jason these 
things that he hadn't ever shared with another person. 
But somehow it felt right too. Like the guy would 
understand somehow. Or at the very least not judge 
him 

Jason nodded and the buzzing continued as he 
moved along the tattoo. "Inexperience can make guys 
do stupid things. For future reference, always get a 
more experienced top. You need to trust that person 
and they have to know what they're doing. A lot of 
damage can be done the other way." 

"How could you possibly know that?" Kit 
asked him, a bit amazed. He knew Jason was smart but 
it didn't seem like simple, casual knowledge someone 
would get froma book. 

Jason stopped and stared down at him "Bear 
never told you I'm gay?" Kit could only gape at him 


"Well, now it makes sense why you never came to me 
to talk about anything. I knew Bear could keep a 
secret, but shit. This is something you probably 
should've known at some point. Probably should have 
just told you myself, but since he knew I was well 
before we knew you were, I assumed he'd just go 
ahead and tell you." 

Kit shook his head. "No one ever told me 
anything. And I blame you both." He said it with a 
teasing smile and that's how Jason obviously took it as 
he grinned back down at him. "And now you're going to 
have to hear all of my questions." 

Jason nodded. "I always thought as much. But 
when you didn't come to me I assumed you'd learned 
some other way and hoped the information was good. 
As long as you didn't get hurt I was going to let you be." 

Kit bit his lip. He didn't want Jason to just let him 
be. Whatever the hell that was supposed to mean. He'd 
fantasized about Jason for years. He didn't want to get 
the information and then be left to go off and find 
someone else to use all his new-found knowledge on. 
He wanted Jason. But the man didn't seem interested. 


Kit closed his eyes and sighed. Fucking figures. 

"You doing okay?" 

Kit nodded, relaxing once more into the warmth 
of Jason's hand on his shoulder as the machine buzzed 
in his ear. He hadn't let anyone touch him in months. His 
parents had tried hugging him once they got home from 
the funeral, but his back had been too tender and he'd 
cried out the moment they'd embraced him. They hadn't 
attempted it since. His mother tried touching him a few 
times after that, but the attempts were always fleeting. 
As if she didn't quite know what to do with hm 
anymore. He understood. He didn't know what to do 
with them either without Bear around. He didn't know 
how to be an only child. 

The machine clicked off and Kit opened his 
eyes to see Jason putting it away. "It's all done?" He 
kept still, afraid to move in case there was a second 
part to the process he didn't know about. He hadn't 
come to see any of the times Jason gave Bear tattoos 
so he wasn't sure. 

Jason turned back to him and tossed out his 
gloves. "Yeah." He helped Kit sit up, keeping a hand on 


his shoulder to steady him. "Dizzy?" 

Kit shook his head. His back was sore but it 
didn't hurt. He knew what real pain was and this was 
practically nothing. He craned his neck to look over his 
shoulder but couldn't see anything. Jason was there with 
a mirror when he turned back around. He helped Kit 
stand up and led him over to the mirror against the wall. 
Kit fumbled a little with the mirror as he tried to get a 
good angle to see his whole back but once he had, his 
breath caught. There was the bear, bright and proud 
against his pale skin. He ignored the ugliness of his scars 
and focused on the art Jason put on him. The bear's 
head was turned just slightly whereas Jason's was tilted 
more. 

"It's different." He wasn't disappointed, just 
surprised. 

Jason nodded. "Yeah. My bear is my own 
tribute for my best friend. Yours is for your brother. I 
never do two tattoos the same, especially when they're 
for loved ones. Upset?" 

Kit quickly shook his head no. He loved tt. 
Bear was there on his back. He'd saved his life and 


now he was permanently inked onto his skin. And 
Jason had done that for him. He muttered a curse as he 
wiped more tears away. Jason took the mirror from him 
and wrapped his arms around Kit's waist. It was all Kit 
could do not to break down right then and there. All 
he'd ever wanted was for Jason to hold him like this, to 
show him some affection aside from the brotherly 
attention he'd always given. He leaned into the warmth 
of Jason's hard chest, breathing him in. Jason was 
careful as he held him and Kit appreciated that. His 
scars were still sensitive and he had no idea how it 
would feel to have his tattoo touched. But damn tt felt 
good to be held. Kit brought his arms up to circle 
Jason's waist as well. 

"Youre going to be okay," Jason promised. Kit 
nodded. He felt Jason try to move away but he held him 
there, lacing his fingers together to stop him. "We can't 
stay like this, Kit." 

He knew they couldn't spend the rest of the day 
standing there like this. But a few more moments 
wouldn't hurt anything. He could have that much at 
least. Couldn't he? 


"Just a little longer," he whispered. He wasn't 
sure at first if Jason had even heard him. But then the 
man's arms came up to circle Kit's shoulders, pulling 
him in closer, and Kit breathed a sigh of relief. Jason 
wouldn't turn him away. 

Kit felt the bristle on Jason's chin, the beat of 
his heart in his throat and could smell the warm soap 
he'd been using. The combined effect intoxicated him. 
He tilted his head and ran his nose against the underside 
of Jason's jaw. He hadn't shaved in at least a day which 
wasn't surprising. 

"Kit?" Jason asked him, his voice sounding a 
little strange to Kit's ears. But he rose up on his toes 
and took a breath. Jason's mouth was so close to his 
and he just wanted a little taste. 


Chapter 3 


Jason wasn't stupid. He'd been with enough 
men to know when someone was trying to kiss him. But 
Kit surprised the hell out of him He knew people had 
strange reactions to tattoos and the pain caused the 
release of all kinds of hormones. But he also knew this 
was Kit, and he was hurting. He felt so good in his 
arms, the unfamiliar intimacy with him quickly blending 
in with the man's familar comfort. And there'd been 
nights in the past few months when Jason wanted 
nothing more than to fall asleep with Kit in his arms, just 
like this. But he couldn't do this to Kit. Could he? Kit 
was too young and inexperienced. 

But Jason was human. Just a man, and he 
needed comfort as well. He threaded his fingers through 
the back of Kit's hair, taking control of the kiss as he 
brushed his lips against Kit's in the softest touch he 
could manage. It wasn't enough. Kit's hold tightened, 
his fingers holding onto the waist of his jeans, as his soft 
lips moved against Jason's. Goddamn, it wasn't nearly 


enough. But it would have to do. He forced himself to 
pull back and rested his forehead against Kit's. He kept 
his hand in the younger man's hair, keeping him still as 
they shared breaths. 

"Jason, I" 

He cracked a smile. "Sh." He reluctantly took a 
step back. He forced himself to release Kit's hair. "Turn 
around. I've got to bandage your tat. And you're getting 
a care sheet, which I expect you to follow. I'll help you 
out with it for tonight but you've got to do it yourself or 
ask your parents for help." Kit easily obeyed. Part of 
Jason liked that he followed his orders so quickly. And 
the image he'd built over the years of Kit tied to his bed, 
helpless and under his complete control, slowly fluttered 
into his mind as he watched Kit turn and face the tattoo 
table. "Bend over, hands on the table." 

This part wasn't necessary and if Kit had been 
more experienced with tattoos he would have known 
that. But Jason couldn't help it as he watched Kit do as 
he asked, stretching the long line of his back. Jason ran 
his fingers along the top of his jeans and smiled at Kit's 
sharp intake of breath. He was watching him over his 


shoulder, probably wondering what he was doing back 
there. Jason couldn't tell him the truth, that he was 
admiring him. Even grossly underweight, Kat's natural 
beauty was still there. It was just buried a little deeper 
than usual. 

"Like what you see?" Kit asked him. 

Jason looked up to see a bit of that teasing light 
back in his eyes. Good. He'd thought that side of him 
had been gone forever. "Yes." 

Kit looked surprised at his honesty and 
blushed. Jason moved his hand down the back of Kit's 
jeans, feeling his backside through the seat of his pants. 
Kit still watched him, his mouth open a little in surprise. 
Jason made sure to keep eye contact with him as he 
swatted him on the right cheek. Kit let out a little gasp 
and his face darkened but he didn't move away. Jason 
disliked spanking through fabric but he wasn't going to 
have him strip down in his shop. He couldn't handle that 
much temptation right now. He rubbed him through his 
pants, easing any tenderness. It hadn't been a hard 
spank, just enough to test Kit's reaction. He moved on 
to the left cheek, making sure to keep a steady hand on 


the base of Kit's spine as he spanked him, harder this 
time. Kit let out a little yelp of surprise and shuddered, 
but the flare of desire Jason had seen spark in his eyes 
never left. Good. He rubbed that cheek as well, 
soothing him before he moved up Kits side. He 
wouldn't spank him again. Not while they were still at 
the shop. But that little bit of contact had told him plenty 
about Kit's disposition. It was all he needed to know he 
couldn't leave it at burgers and milkshakes tonight. If 
Kit was willing of course. And he really hoped he was. 
He stopped at Kit's shoulder and placed a gentle kiss 
on his skin. His reward for doing well. 

"Stay there. Just as you are." 

Jason felt the man's eyes on him as he gathered 
up a large gauze pad, some medical tape and a handful 
of the omtment tubes he usually handed out. He put the 
tubes and a care sheet in a small bag, Kit leaned toward 
him as he gently taped the bandage over the tattoo. 
"You can wash it tonight. I'll help you with that. You'll 
have to put ointment on it. Pat. Don't rub. Keep it 
covered for the next few hours. Remember you have 
open wounds and they've got to be kept clean. And 


remember, I'm not responsible for your infection if you 
can't be bothered to follow basic instructions." 

Kit nodded and Jason helped him get his shirt 
back on, being very careful to stretch the material over 
his back. "Call your mother. Let her know you'll be at 
my apartment this afternoon." He held his phone out to 
Kit and frowned when he didn't take tt. 

"She's at Betty's. She probably won't even 
notice I'm not there." He shoved his hands into the 
pockets ofhis jeans and took a step back. 

Jason bit back the words he wanted to say. He 
wouldn't push him on this. He hadn't seen Kit in months, 
and although the man in front of him now was better 
than the one that had walked in a few hours before, he 
still wasn't the same Kit he had been last Christmas. 
Jason wasn't sure he would ever be that man again. 
He'd let him have some slack this time, but he wouldn't 
always get his way. 

He opened his phone and called the familiar 
number. 

"Jason?" Kit's mom answered him on the first 
ring. She sounded surprised to be hearing ftom him 


Damn. Had t really been that long since he'd called the 
woman he once considered his second mother? 

"Hello, Danielle. I've got Kit with me at the 
shop and I wanted to let you know he'll be coming over 
this evening. He might be spending the night, but if that 
happens I'll have him call you and let you know." Kit 
looked up when he mentioned spending the night. Jason 
gave him a little grin which instantly turned Kit's face 
bright red before he looked away again. 

There was a pause at the other end and Jason 
frowned until he heard the woman's voice come back 
on the line. "Good. It's good that he went to see you. Is 
he... He's okay right? I haven't seen him in over a 
week. And—" 

"He'll be better after tonight." Jason watched 
Kit remove himself even further ftom the conversation. 
He didn't back away but Jason could see him fading in 
front of his very eyes. A week? A whole fucking week? 
He knew part of that was Kit. Danielle had explained 
that Kit didn't come out of his room most days. But 
fuck it all, she had legs and hands and fingers for 
opening the door. "Okay. Well... thanks for calling and 


all..." 

Jason tried to put a smile in his voice and failed. 
At least he didn't sound like he wanted to yell at the 
woman anymore. Bonus points for him, he supposed. 
"Take care. Bye." He didn't wait for her response. He 
didn't live in the house, he reminded himself. And they 
were all breaking apart. Danielle had told him a little of 
it, but he knew what he'd heard was far ftom the whole 
story. Kit didn't come out of his room, she thought her 
husband was having an affair, and most of her friends 
had abandoned her. He tried to muster up some 
sympathy for her but failed monumentally when faced 
with the man in front of him Kit had needed help for 
months, and yes, Jason had failed him But so had 
everyone else in his life. And that just wasn't going to 
work for him. 

He put his phone away and gathered up his 
things. He wouldn't be coming back to the shop today. 
Kit took the small bag Jason handed him and followed 
him silently out of the room. "Hey, I'm heading out," he 
told Joe at the front desk. "I don't have any 
appointments for this afternoon. You guys can close up 


tonight." 

"Sure, boss. Bye, Kit, good seeing you." 

Kit gave Joe a litte wave before folowing 
Jason to the parking lot. His bright red truck, the one 
Bear had helped him pick out two years ago when he'd 
bought the shop from the man he'd apprenticed under, 
shone in the hot July sun. He loved the thing because 
Bear helped him choose it. They'd spent an afternoon 
trying out every truck dealership they could find until 
they'd pulled into the right sales center and this monster 
was sitting there, waiting for them on a bright summer 
day much like today. But at the same time, he couldn't 
stand it and hated being near it. Because it was a truck 
that had killed Bear. He knew logically there had been a 
man, a very drunk and very stupid man, driving the 
truck that hit Bear and Kit. But in the end it had been a 
truck that had taken his best friend's life. He'd nearly 
sold the thing. But Bear had helped him choose it, and 
so it stayed. 

Jason opened the passenger door and looked 
around for Kit, frowning when he saw him a few feet 
behind him, staring at the truck. "Come here, Kit." 


He didn't move. Jason walked up to him, 
placing a firm hand on the back of Kit's neck as he 
came up against his side. "I get it. But you need to get in 
the truck." 

"You have a truck. I forgot that. Bear..." He 
shook his head. 

"I know. But, Kit, this truck isn't that truck. 
Bear loved this truck. He loved it almost as much as I 
do. You can't be afraid of all trucks. What do you do 
when you're driving and a truck comes up beside you?" 

Kit pursed his lips. "I don't." 

"Don't what?" 

Those emerald eyes were wet as he looked up 
at Jason. "Drive. Haven't since then." 

Jason shook his head. "Shit." The guy was even 
more messed up than he originally thought. "All right. 
We'll go slow." In everything. He waited for Kit to take 
the first step and kept pace with him, pausing when he 
did as they approached the truck. 

"Can't we just walk? You don't live that far." 
Kitt's voice was too close to a whine for Jason's liking. 

He shook his head and tightened the pressure 


on Kit's neck. "No. Now go up to the truck." 

Kit was shaking as he took another step 
forward. But then he balked and shook his head. 
Jason's hand on his neck was the only thing that kept 
him from bolting in any direction. "I... I can't." His voice 
was barely more than a whisper as he stared across the 
shiny silver grill at the front of the truck. 

"Tell me about that night." He knew he was 
pushing and that Kit could break at any moment and be 
lost to him and the rest of the world forever. But this 
was important, damn it. He had to face this. He couldn't 
be afraid any longer. 

"You know everything already," Kit snapped at 
him. His mouth was pressed into a hard line as Jason watched 
the anger boil inside of him. But Jason saw the tears in his 
eyes and knew he wasn't gone just yet. He was still 
there, the anger just a front to protect himself: But Kit 
didn't have to do that with him. 

'T'm not going to hurt you, Kit. Youre safe 
here. You'll always be safe with me. You need to tell 
me about that night." 

Kit closed his eyes and took a deep breath and 


slowly began to obey. "It was dark. We were just 
coming back from the corner store." 

"What'd you buy?" 

Kit kept his eyes closed as he answered. 
"Donuts. Those mini ones that come in the white bag. 
The kind with chocolate icing. I hate them but Bear 
would get a craving for them once in a while. He'd 
already had three before we'd even left the parking lot. 
I thought he was going to finish the rest of the bag 
before we even got home. I was afraid he'd turn around 
and get another because he was eating them so fast." 

Jason nodded. He remembered Bear's weird 
craving for sweets. He took a chance and moved 
forward. Kit came with him. "Did you get anything?" 

Kit shook his head. "I didn't want anything. Just 
wanted to get out of the house and spend time with 
Bear. We were going to watch a Monty Python movie." 

Jason smiled. He still had the entire collection 
Bear bought him one year for his birthday. "And then 
what?" 

Kit shook his head and his forehead creased. 
He started to tremble under Jason's hand. A moment 


later tears began to leak from Kit's closed eyes and 
Jason pulled him close against his side, wrapping his 
arms around him and resting Kit's head against his 
shoulder. 

He'd pushed far enough, bringing Kit right up to 
the moment he knew the truck had hit them. "Breathe 
for me, Kit," he commanded lightly. "You're safe. We 
aren't going to go further than that today. You did great. 
I'm very proud of you." He kissed Kit's forehead, then 
his temple. "Open your eyes. I'm right here." 

Kit blinked up into the bright sunlight and Jason 
smiled at him He held him for another moment, letting 
Kit share in his strength until the younger man took a 
step away from him. "Your truck is red." Jason nodded, 
knowing where he was going with this and letting him 
lead. "The man that murdered Bear was driving a blue 
truck." 

Jason nodded. "Faded blue with white 
pinstripes. I saw the pictures." 

Kit took a step forward and Jason went with 
him, keeping contact with the younger man in case he 
needed him again. Kit led him to the front of the truck 


and pointed at the closest light. "There was a dent there, 
on the hood. There was rust on tt, like it'd been there 
for a while. I could see it in the street light above my 
head when the truck..." He shuddered and Jason 
nodded, letting him know it was okay to stop for today. 

'T'm shit," Kit muttered darkly. "Bear saved my 
life and I can't even get in a fucking truck." He wrapped 
his arms around himself: 

Jason added his arms in as well, holding Kit 
tightly to him. "You're not shit, what you're dealing with 
is. And you can get in the truck. I'm right here with you 
and we'll go slow. Now take a step forward." Kit 
obeyed him, though his arms never dropped. "Good. 
Now, my truck is red. I don't have ugly pin striping and 
I sure as hell don't have any rust on my beauty. Right?" 
Kit nodded. "Is my truck the same truck that killed 
Bear?" Kit hesitated, but the answer came a moment 
later as he shook his head. "That's right. It's not. I want 
you to reach your hand out and touch my truck. My 
bright red, shiny as an apple, truck your brother Bear 
helped pick out." 

Kit stubbornly shook his head no but Jason 


moved his hands under Kit's arms anyway, forcing him 
to break the hold he had on himself: His arms came 
down as Jason's tightened on him, holding him close 
from behind. "Touch my truck, Kit. It's just an inanimate 
object. Steel body, rubber tires, leather seats. There's 
nothing evil or dangerous about it. This truck is not 
going to hurt you." Again Kit started to refuse but Jason 
used his much larger body to push him forward. He 
moved one of his hands under the hem of Kit's T-shirt 
and began to run his finger along the top of his jeans. 
Kit had always been ticklish and the distraction seemed 
to help as he tried not to laugh. 

"Touch the truck, Kit," Jason told him again, 
making sure to keep his fingers on the smooth skin of 
Kits belly. When Kit hesitated, Jason pulled his hand 
away. 

Kit made a little moue of disappointment. "I like 
when you touch me," he said quietly, his gaze still 
locked on the truck. 

Jason nodded and smiled. He kissed the back 
of Kit's head. "And I like touching you. But I'm not 
going to reward you with something you like when you 


keep disobeying me." 

Kit pursed his lips. "So I have to touch the 
truck to get you to touch me?" 

"Yes, though not always. But when I've asked 
you to do something and you refuse, that is how it will 
work." Jason took a breath. "You will be getting in the 
truck, going for a ride with me to Happy Clucker on the 
way home, and then getting out of the truck once we 
reach my apartment. That will all happen this afternoon. 
While we are in my apartment you will be rewarded. 
How nice ofa reward you get all depends on how good 
you are right now." 

Kit closed his eyes and nodded. When he 
opened them again Jason could see he had focused. 
"Touch the truck, get in the truck, get out of the truck, 
get reward?" Jason nodded. "Okay." His fingers flexed 
at his side. "Touch the truck." 

The moment his hand started to rise ftom his 
side, Jason pressed his palm back against Kit's belly. 
When he lifted his hand higher, Jason raised his hand to 
stroke Kit's sternum. And when Kit's hand brushed the 
truck's shiny hood, Jason's fingers found and teased 


Kitts left nipple. Kit instantly let his hand drop away 
from the truck's surface, but Jason kept his fingers on 
his nipple. He brought his mouth to the curve of Kit's 
ear, sucking on the tender skin as Kit trembled against 
him 


"Good," Jason said as he brought his head back 
up and let his hand drop down to Kit's navel. "Now get 
in the truck." 

Kit looked back at him and frowned. "That's a 
pretty big step up from just touching it." 

He nodded. Jason knew what he was asking of 
the younger man. "I know you can. And more than that, 
I know that you'll do what I want." 

Kit gave him a light, teasing smile. "Oh, yeah? 
Why's that?" 

Jason was glad to see the old Kit shining 
through a little in that smile. He dropped his hand to the 
front of Kit's jeans and pressed back against the hard 
length there. Kit gasped and closed his eyes. Jason felt 
him move toward his hand and quickly pulled away, 
putting his hand back on Kit's stomach. 

"Why?" Jason teased him "Because I know 


you want me too. And you are the only one delaying 
that. So get in the truck." 

Kit shook his head but managed to walk a few 
feet around the side of the truck, keeping distance 
between himself and the vehicle. "Sex is a dirty, dirty 
tactic, Jason." 

Jason shrugged. He'd use whatever means 
necessary to help Kit. This one happened to be the 
most beneficial to them both. He harbored no illusions 
and had no expectations of the younger man. All he 
would demand that night is that Kit trust him and let 
himself feel something other than grief for a few hours. 
The rest was inconsequential right then. "Sex is only 
ditty if you're doing it right," Jason joked. "Now put 
your hand on the door." 

Kit hesitated for a moment but quickly obeyed 
when the warmth of Jason's hand went away from his 
belly. "Very good. Now get into the truck." Jason knew 
this part would be hard for him so he let Kit take his 
time. He didn't push but stayed right there with him as 
Kit slowly climbed in the truck. Once he was in the 
seat, Jason put the seat belt on him and went around to 


the other side. 

"Close the door, Kit," he said once he started 
the truck. Kit pulled the door closed and flinched as the 
lock clicked. "Now." Jason turned toward him. "You've 
done very well. Would you like a reward?" Kit's lips 
turned up into a little smile and gave him the slightest 
nod. "You'll answer me with words when you are able. 
Let's try that again. Would you like a reward?" 

Kitts eyes flashed as he quietly answered, "Yes, 
sir," in clipped tones. 

Jason ruffled his hair. "The sir is unnecessary." 
Kit gave him a quick smile right before Jason took his 
mouth in a kiss. This was a far cry from the gently 
exploring kiss they had shared in the shop. Jason took 
control of Kit's mouth, bruising his lips as he slid his 
tongue between the younger man's teeth, his fingers 
holding the back of Kit's hair. He held him for a 
moment longer, loving the way Kit responded to him 
and enjoying the muffled moans he made before pulling 
back just enough for them to breathe. 

"Do you want to date me?" Kit whispered, his 
voice hopeful as he looked up at Jason. 


Shit. Jason sat back. He really hadn't thought 
this through very well. Of course Kit would ask that. 
He'd dated only one guy Jason knew of and so had 
none of the experience the guys Jason usually brought 
home did. They knew there wasn't going to be anything 
serious between them Hell, they expected that and 
most of the time were getting their clothes on before 
Jason even mentioned them leaving. But Kit... Jason 
glanced over to the man beside him. Kit hadn't moved 
as he continued watching him with wide eyes and 
bruised lips. 

"You wouldn't have kissed me if you didn't, 
right?" Kit pressed. 

Jason took a breath and slowly blew it out. 
"Kit, you see, I—" He aborted that train of thought 
instantly as Kit's face started to crumble. Jason watched 
as he brought his knees up to his chest and hugged 
them, protecting his small body the best as he could as 
he turned and looked out the window. 

"Fuck," Jason muttered. Dammit. By helping 
Kit he'd only served to hurt him further. He backed out 
of the parking lot and turned the truck down the town's 


only busy street. "Look, Kit, I'mnot sure how to—" 

"Stop. It's okay. Stupid of me," Kit interrupted, 
his voice barely more than a broken whisper. Jason 
heard him sniffle and watched him wipe his eyes. He 
reached his hand out and rested it against Kit's arm At 
first Kat flinched away but he quickly returned, letting 
Jason's hand lay where it was. 

Jason shook his head and sighed. He'd royally 
fucked up. He was still cursing himself as he pulled up 
to the order window of the burger place. 

"Hello and welcome to Happy Clucker. What 
can I happily make for you today?" 

The perky girl in the speaker irritated Jason but 
he tried to remember the shit jobs he'd had as a 
teenager and took pity on her as he ordered for them 
both. 'T'll take two vanilla milkshakes, two double 
cheeseburgers with extra cheese and an order of onion 

"Would you like some Happy Sauce to go with 
your Happy Rings?" 

Kit snorted beside him. Good, at least someone 
else thought it was funny. And what the hell was Happy 


Sauce supposed to be anyway? "Uh. No thanks." 

"All right, so your total will be twelve dollars 
and sixty-two cents. Please pull forward to the Happy 
Window." 

Jason rolled his eyes. He'd been going there for 
years and had never heard anyone use the word happy 
so many times in so few minutes. 

"She's really happy," Kit said with a small smile 
as he unfolded himself Jason nodded, fully agreeing 
with him as he pulled up to the first window. A bored 
looking teenager took his cash and silently handed him 
back his change. 

"Have a Happy day," the kid said as he handed 
Jason their food. 

"You too." Jason handed Kit the bag of food 
and put their milkshakes in the drink holders between 
them before pulling back onto the road. His apartment 
was only two blocks away and the anticipation was 
nearly painful as he reached down to adjust himself 
Unfortunately he caught Kit watching him a second too 
late, a blush already darkening his cheeks. 

"I like Happy Clucker too. I haven't been since 


the last time Bear took me. Though, I've never actually 
tried their chicken. I always get their burgers," Kit said 
as he took a sniff "Smells good." 

"It's good. I've tried the chicken but I prefer 
their burgers. They still have that picture of Bear up by 
the registers. The one from after he took their challenge 
and beat it. Remember?" Jason asked him as he pulled 
into the parking lot ofhis apartment building, 

Kit nodded. "Bear ate ten of thei Insanely 
Happy spicy chicken sandwiches in under fifteen 
minutes. He was disappointed they didn't give him fries 
too." 

Jason laughed. The sight of Bear gorging himself 
made Jason sick but he'd stayed right by Kit, cheering 
Bear on until the fifteen minute buzzer sounded. He also 
stuck around to hold his friend's long hair as he puked it 
all up in an alley half an hour later. He resisted touching 
Kits much shorter strands. They both had fine blonde 
hair, much like their mother. Today Kits was nearly 
wispy. Bear complained about his often. He didn't have 
the head to wear it shaved so he'd decided to let it 
grow long. Though he bitched about the hassle of that 


too. 

Jason opened his door first and grabbed. their 
milkshakes. Kit followed closely behind him with the 
food. It'd been nearly a year since he'd had them over. 
Jason had preferred to be at their house where there 
was room to stretch out. He loved his apartment but a 
one bedroom wasn't big enough for multiple guys to 
really get comfortable. 

He led the way up the short flight of stairs to his 
second floor apartment. He'd chosen it for the small 
balcony it'd come with. He and Bear had spent a few 
warm nights sitting out there, drinking beer and laughing. 
In his fridge he still had four of the six beers Bear had 
brought over before Christmas. He unlocked the door 
and flicked on the light. Silently Kit followed in behind 
him, his feet only making the slightest sound on Jason's 
linoleum entry way. 

"Take a seat on the couch. I'll be back in a 
second." Jason put the milkshakes on the coffee table 
and then went to the bedroom to get changed. 


Chapter 4 


Kit took a seat on the soft brown couch that 
was Jason's largest piece of furniture. Across from him 
a large TV was mounted to the wall and to his right 
were the wide doors that opened to the balcony. It'd 
been over a year since he and Bear had spent any time 
in the apartment. And the small space hadn't changed 
much. It was still neat, organized, and neutral with its 
browns and creams. But Jason had changed. Or maybe 
he'd always liked telling guys what to do. Maybe that's 
what made him a good boss. He didn't know for 
himself, but the guys at the shop sure loved working for 
him. 

Kit shivered and rubbed his arms despite the 
warm sunlight shining on him ftom the balcony 
windows. Jason had never really even hugged him 
before. And now he'd kissed him a few times. And 
spanked him His face colored. He'd never been 
spanked, even as a child. And before today the idea of 
being spanked as an adult would have been laughable. 


He probably would have punched anyone that had 
tried. But with Jason... Damn. He'd wanted that and so 
much more. 

He wanted to obey him. No, he corrected himself. 
He wanted to please him There was a difference 
between the two. Obeying someone meant blindly 
doing what he was told. He wanted to do what Jason 
wanted because he wanted to please him And Jason 
wanted to take care of him The spanking had been a 
shock. But then again, so had the kiss. Kit didn't know 
what he expected when he had kissed Jason, but it 
certainly wasn't to be kissed back. Never in a million 
years would he have expected Jason to kiss him. And 
he'd gotten hard from it. Even now, his cock pressed 
painfully against the front of his jeans. He couldn't 
remember being excited about anything in months and 
now his body was responding like this. 

The bedroom door opened and Kit watched, 
wide eyed as Jason came out in a pair of low slung 
track pants and nothing else. Kit licked his lips, wanting 
to taste all of the tanned skin and multiple tattoos on 
display. And he was hard too. Kit saw his erection 


through the thin material and it was enough to make him 
dizzy. 

Jason sat down, as carefree as could be, as Kit 
stayed frozen next to him He'd never done this before; 
he was woefully inexperienced and completely out of 
his element. Jason probably still thought of him as a 
child. Maybe he was taking pity on him. And he didn't 
even want to date him to begin with. Jason's arm 
snaked around his middle as he turned to face Kit. 

"Stop thinking," he instructed quietly. "You're 
here, youre safe and I'm going to take care of you. 
That's all you have to worry about right now." 

He was right. Of course he was. He took a 
breath. He could do this. He shook his head. No, he 
couldn't. He'd never done the casual thing before. He'd 
only ever dated one guy and stupid Dale wasn't much 
experience. Not for someone like Jason. Not that Kit 
had really ever seen him with anyone, or had even 
asked. But he just seemed so much more comfortable 
than Kit could ever hope to be. Hell, he was 
comfortable spanking another guy. That took guts and 
experience. 


"C'mon, Kit, tell me what's going on m that 
head of yours." His hand came up to the back of Kit's 
hair, stroking through the fine strands. 

Kit closed his eyes and leaned back into the 
comforting touch. 'T've never had a casual thing before. 
I can't make you mad. You're all I have." Admitting that 
hurt a lot more than he thought it would and the words 
nearly choked in his throat as they came out. But they 
were the truth. Bear was gone and Kit only had Jason. 
His parents had become little more than ghosts for him 
and Jason was the only real person he had left. 

Jason's hand stilled on his head and Kit 
frowned, pushing back against that strength. Jason's 
breath was warm on his cheek as he said, "You won't 
make me mad. We'll go slow. We don't have to do 
an aM 

Kit turned and looked at him and frowned. "We 
don't?" Jason shook his head. "But what if I want to? 
You want to too, right? You're hard." Maybe Jason 
wasn't hard for him. Maybe it was just— 

Kit lost all train of thought as Jason turned and 
pressed his mouth against his. With Jason's hands to 


guide him and his larger body pressing against his, Kit 
easily found himself sliding down the couch until he was 
lying under Jason. His legs were spread, allowing Jason 
to settle between his thighs and rub his lean stomach 
against the hard tent in Kit's pants. Kit wiggled, wanting 
to feel him too, until Jason put a firm hand on his 
shoulder. He broke this kiss as he leaned back, 
supporting himself with one arm on the couch as he 
stayed above Kit. He was struggling to breathe and 
anticipating what was going to come next as he watched 
those beautiful onyx eyes focus on him. 

Wordlessly Jason moved above him. At first it 
was just the lightest touch of something different 
pressing against the front of his jeans. And then Jason 
pressed harder, stroking his body against Kit's, panting 
with each movement until Kit had nearly lost his mind 
from the delicious friction. Kit writhed beneath him, 
trying to push his hips against Jason's as much as 
possible until he rose up, breaking their connection as 
quickly as he initiated it. Kit was bathed in a rush of 
cold air as Jason sat back. He helped Kit up and then 
they both sat there, trying to catch their breath in the 


near perfect silence of Jason's living room. It had been 
far too little for Kit and Jason looked just as frustrated 
as he felt as he shifted his erection again. So why had he 
stopped? 

Jason was the first to move as he turned to pull 
a small jar off the table beside him "Take your shirt 
off" He turned back to Kit and pulled a large glob of 
the foul smelling cream onto his fingers. 

"That smells awful," Kit said once he had 
managed to pull his shirt off His scars made stretching 
difficult and his new tattoo was starting to make itself 
known as the simple movement left him sore. 

Jason nodded. "About as awful as that bruise is 
going to feel in the morning if I don't get this stuff on 
you." 

Kit jumped at the first touch of the cold gel but 
then felt it slowly start to work as Jason worked it into 
his skin. "What is it?" 

"Tiger Balm All right, you're done. Start 
eating," Jason said as he stood up. Kit followed him 
with his eyes into the small kitchen, his gaze dancing 
over the intricate tattoos displayed on his skin. Most Kit 


recognized. The grim reaper on his left hip was one 
Jason had done on his nineteenth birthday from 
someone who was doing them for donations to a school 
arts program. He'd liked the cause but had always 
disliked the tattoo. It sent the wrong message, he said 
once. Kit agreed. It did look strange on him. It was also 
the last time Jason had ever told someone to surprise 
him when he was getting a tattoo. The Sanskrit on his 
right shoulder blade was new. As was the tiger next to 
it. Kit's mouth went dry thinking about the other new 
additions Jason had made to his body. Especially the 
nipple rings. And then he turned around and Kit could 
really see those small silver loops for the first time, 
shining in the sunlight and his breath caught. 

"Youre not eating." Jason dried his clean hands 
on a towel and sat down next to him 

He had been too busy staring to touch his 
burger. Jason grinned and ruffled Kat's hair. "What's got 
your attention?" he asked playfully as he took a long 
drink of his milkshake. 

Kit felt his ears burning as he forced himself to 
look away. He couldn't possibly tell Jason what he'd 


been thinking about. That would be far too 
embarrassing, 

"I asked a question, Kit. I expect you to answer 
t." 

He pursed his lips. "You were never this fucking 
bossy when Bear was alive." 

Jason nodded and put his drink down. "You're 
right. But right now we are different than when Bear 
was alive. Don't you think?" Kit slowly nodded. "And 
you asked if I wanted to date you. This is a taste of 
what being with me would be like. If you want me to go 
back to treating you as just Bear's little brother, then I 
will. It's your call, Kit. Either you start trusting me and 
see how this night goes, or we watch a movie and 
forget about the kisses we've shared. Regardless of 
your choice, though, you are eating your goddamn 
Happy burger." He turned and flipped the stereo on 
behind him. Kit watched in stunned silence as Jason 
folded his arms behind his head and closed his eyes as 
Nirvana came through the speakers of the old stereo. 

Kit ground his teeth. Jason had never sounded 
that annoyed with him and he'd never once dismissed 


him so easily. He felt cold from the loss of contact and 
reached out to touch him But as soon as his fingers 
made contact with Jason's thigh, the man pulled away. 
"You may touch when you answer me," Jason said as 
he opened his eyes. 

"I don't want to forget kissing you," Kit 
admitted. "And I do want to date you." 

Jason nodded. "I don't want to forget either. 
And we will talk about a relationship after tonight. 
Now, you've earned a reward. You may have one 
thing. What would you like?" 

Kit frowned. "Only one?" 

"Yes. You said ‘fuck’. Again. And you still 
haven't touched your food. I won't be nearly so lenient 
with you in the future if you choose to continue down 
this road with me." 

Kit cringed back. "So you'll punish me? Hit 
me?" He would never want that and couldn't picture 
Jason hurting him like that. 

Jason shook his head and sat up. He put his 
arm around Kit's shoulders, pulling him close. Despite 
his uncertainty, Kit relaxed into the comfort and security 


Jason had offered him. "No one is ever to put a hand on 
you in anger. I want to spank you, to see the mark of 
my hand on that pretty little ass of yours that you hide 
under those jeans. But that will never be a punishment." 

Through the haze of the image Jason had given 
him, Kit managed a small nod. Jason would never 
physically hurt him in anger. Kit didn't doubt that 
sometimes they'd argue and things would be said in 
anger. But that was far different than thinking Jason was 
going to be hitting him all the time. "So what would a 
punishment look like?" 

Jason gave hima little grin. "You've already had 
multiple punishments. In fact, you're one of the most 
disobedient submissives I've come across in a while." 
When Kit could only stare blankly at him, Jason 
continued. "At the truck when I told you to do 
something and you disobeyed me, what did I do?" 

Kits cheeks colored but he answered despite 
his embarrassment. "You stopped touching me." 

Jason nodded. "And how did that make you 
feel?" 

"Bad," Kit answered promptly. 


"Why?" 

Kit frowned. Talking about this was 
embarrassing. It was on the tip of his tongue to tell 
Jason he knew damn well why. But he didn't want to be 
like that with him, and so he took a breath and 
answered the best he could. "I like when you touch me. 
The sex stuff and the regular stuff too. I don't like it 
when you stop." 

Jason gave hima soft peck on the cheek. "Then 
don't disobey. Eat your food." 

Kit wanted to do as Jason had asked. But he 
still had questions. "But what if I don't want to have sex 
some night and you do? Will I be in trouble then?" 

"So sure that you're getting in my bed long term, 
are you?" Jason teased him, making Kit turn bright red. 
His hand came up to the back of Kit's hair and he 
tugged gently on the fine strands. "No, you'll never be in 
trouble for saying no. You will give me a reason though. 
And saying no doesn't mean I will find someone else to 
take your place that night. If you were my sub, I 
wouldn't railroad you into being miserable. It means I 
will see to all of your needs and take care of you, both 


in and out of the bedroom And if, after tonight, you 
realize you don't want the kind of relationship that I can 
offer you, I will still be here for you in all other aspects 
of our life." 

Kit nodded and let that knowledge sink in. He 
didn't doubt he wanted Jason. But he liked knowing 
Jason wasn't going to leave if Kit screwed this all up. 

"Any more questions?" Jason asked him. Kit 
shook his head. "Then eat." 

He looked at the fast food bag dubiously but 
still managed to pull out the two burgers. They were 
barely on this side of warm but that didn't seem to 
bother Jason as he took a big bite. Kit caught him 
watching him over the wrapper and quickly took a bite 
before Jason decided to pull away again. After months 
of barely eating, the fatty food tasted strange on his 
tongue but he quickly found himself taking another bite. 

"Slow down." Jason put his empty wrapper 
aside. "You can make yourself sick doing that." 

"You ate fast," Kit pointed out in between bites. 

'T'm also not underweight." He slid a hand onto 
Kit's stomach just above the button of his jeans. Kit 


trembled from that simple contact but forced himself to 
focus on his burger instead of how close Jason's hand 
was to the tent in his pants. "I promised you a reward, 
didn't I?" he asked, his voice a rough whisper in Kit's 
ear. Kit nodded and gulped down the bite of burger he 
had in his mouth before he choked on it. "So what 
would you like? One thing," 

His fingers dipped to trace the button of Kit's 
jeans and as much as he wanted to feel Jason's sure 
fingers on his cock, there was something else Kit 
couldn't get offhis mind. "I want to touch your rings," he 
said in a rush before he could change his mind and take 
what Jason was so eagerly offering. 

Jason looked surprised but still got up on his 
knees as Kit put the burger aside. He put a hand on 
either side of Kit's shoulders as he slid his muscular 
thigh between Kit's legs. Kit could barely breathe as he 
looked at all his tanned skin and intricate tattoos on 
display only a few inches from his face. Kit leaned 
forward and brought his lips to Jason's ribs but he 
quickly pulled away and put a strong finger under Kit's 
chin, forcing him to look up into those onyx eyes. 


"You have permission to touch my nipples and 
only my nipples. Stray again and your reward will be 
over." Kit was quick to give hima nod. 

"I was trying to seduce you so you'd want to 
have sex with me," Kit explained, his face already 
heating. 

Jason chuckled. "I've wanted you for years, 
Kit. I can force myself to wait a little while longer." 

Kit was shocked. He'd never even known 
Jason was gay, much less that he'd actually wanted him 
too. "I had no idea." 

Jason nodded. "You weren't supposed to. I had 
this idea I'd approach you someday. And then the 
accident happened and I figured you had enough on 
your plate without me adding to the mix. I get that I was 
wrong now, and I'm sorry for it." 

Kit wrapped his arms around Jason's waist and 
pressed his face against the warmth of his stomach. 
"Yeah, you were really off on that one." Jason's hands 
dropped to Kit's shoulders and held him gently until Kit 
pulled away. "May I lick them?" Kit asked, his mouth 
going dry at the thought. 


"A lick is a touch," Jason said, much to Kit's 
relief. 

Kit looked up into those impossibly dark eyes 
one more time before he bent his head and ran his 
tongue over the cool metal. Jason's hands tightened on 
his shoulders, encouraging him even as Kit began to 
lave his tongue over his sensitive nipple. Kit's desire 
climbed with each gasp of pleasure that came ftom 
Jason's lips. He reached between his legs and rubbed 
his aching cock through his jeans, trying to relieve some 
of the pressure. Jason took his wrist though, pulling his 
hand away as he sat back down next to him 

"I wasn't done," Kit complained. 

"And I didn't give you permission to touch 
yourself!" He took a long drink of his milkshake before 
changing the music. 

Kit could only stare at him incredulously as 
Bush started playing. "You mean I can't come without 
your say so? What the hell kind of rule is that?" 

Jason narrowed his eyes. "Mine. And it's a 
strict one. If you don't like it I will put on a movie or 
take you home." When Kit hesitated to answer him, 


Jason said, "I asked you a question, Kit." 

Kit nodded and rubbed his arms. "I don't want 
to go home. And I don't want to watch a movie. I 
just..." He shrugged. "I'm not good at this stuff in 
general. And there are rules now? I don't remember 
there being rules." 

Jason chuckled. "Eat your burger while I 
explain some things to you." Kit quickly took a bite as 
Jason held up the bit of gray leather on his wrist for Kit 
to see. "This band is for when I go to the gay club about 
an hour away. It tells the other guys what I like and who 
I am as far as sex goes. Gray means I like bondage, 
wearing it on my left wrist means I'm always the 
dommant one." Kit gulped nervously. Jason was 
certainly full of surprises today and he didn't know if he 
was ready to hear them all. "It's not always going to be 
a band like I wear. You'll see guys with handkerchiefs 
or key chains. Hell, I've even given a few tattoos to 
guys from the club. There's lots of colors and meanings 
though." 

"Like what?" 

Jason shook his head. "I won't get into all of 


them with you. Stay away from brown, yellow or red 
on either wrist. Gray and black on the right wrist will do 
nothing for you. Black on the left may hurt you, but you 
may like that particular side of sex. I will come with you 
to the club for the first few times. I will even be there 
when another Dom takes you somewhere. You aren't 
going to get hurt unless it's a pain you like. I'll keep you 
as safe as you want me to, for as long as you want me 
to." 

"But what if I don't want anyone but you? What 
color do I wear then?" Kit said as he scooted closer to 
Jason. Why couldn't he see Kit only wanted to be with 
him? Why did he have to talk about him bemg with 
someone else as ifhe couldn't wait to get rid of him? 

Jason looked away. "We'll talk about that after 
tonight. No promises until you see exactly what it means 
to be mine." 

Kit was furious as he jumped to his feet. "Wait 
and see? Is that all you have to say? I've fucking loved 
you for years and you're treating me like a goddamn 
child!" He was on the verge of hot, angry tears and all 
Jason could do was stare up at him like he'd lost his 


goddamn mind. "I hate you," he whimpered, crumbling 
back down to the couch. He didn't want to be there 
anymore, didn't want to be near Jason. The man he 
loved wanted to give him to someone else. Kit felt dirty 
and used. He didn't want to be trained like a dog and 
then shared at some sex club. And with Jason watching 
too? He shook as he pulled himself into a ball at the 
edge of the couch, as far away from the other man as 
he could manage. 

And then Jason was there, wrapping his arms 
around him, leaning into him. Kit closed his eyes, willing 
him away. He put his hands over his ears and kicked 
Jason away. He didn't want to hear the man's pain if he 
actually made contact. But he was quickly trapped 
under him as Jason put a muscular thigh on the outside 
of his legs, pinning him in place. Kit struggled, bucking 
under him, but it was no use against Jason's much larger 
size. And he had very little energy left to fight him. 

It was only once he had gone still that Kit felt 
Jason get off of him He opened his eyes and blinked. 
Jason was kneeling in front of him, looking nearly as sad 
as he had the day of the funeral. "Jason?" 


"Shh, just relax." His hand came up to Kit's 
neck, rubbing him gently. "Do you really want to stay 
here tonight? Experience what I want to show you? It 
won't be easy and it may even be uncomfortable." 

Kit bit his lip. He wanted Jason. He could never 
be bad or wrong, he was just Jason. And he'd always 
been the best person Kit knew outside of Bear. "What 
are you going to do to me?" 

Jason pursed his lips and sighed before he 
stood up. "Come with me. And bring your burger. It 
blows my mind that you're still working on it. You will 
be done with it before we go further." 

He took a step back, giving Kit the space he 
needed to get the cheeseburger and stand up next to 
him. He felt weak as he swayed, but Jason was quick 
to put a steadying arm around his shoulders as he led 
him to the bedroom. His large bed looked comfortable 
and inviting and Kit immediately crawled onto it. 

"Uh-uh," Jason scolded him "You don't eat 
food in my bed. Sit up on the side and finish your 
burger." Kit groaned in displeasure but forced his weak 
body to do as he was told. His burger had gone cold 


but he ate it anyway, nibbling on it as best he could 
without any appetite to sustain him "You need the 
calories so get working," 

"I don't see why I have to eat," Kit whispered. 
"What's the point now Bear's gone?" 

"I can't lose you both." Kit looked up at him, 
afraid he'd heard wrong, but as he saw Jason watching 
him intently, he understood. "You need to eat Kit. 
Wasting away isn't the answer to your pain." 

Kit nodded. He was right. He'd been getting 
weaker these past few months, but eating took so much 
effort most days. Jason left the room and quickly 
returned with Kits milkshake. "Finish this too." He 
plopped it down on the nightstand next to Kit's hip. Kit 
rolled his eyes but managed to take a sip in between 
bites. 

"Now, keep eating while I show you some 
things. Not everything will be what you like so we 
would have to experiment a little bit. But there are some 
basics I always use." Jason started pulling various items 
out of his dresser drawer. Kit didn't recognize most of 
them, but when he saw the padded handcuffs come out, 


he chuckled. 

"You really are kinky," he said as he reached 
out to touch them They were soft leather, obviously 
expensive, with fine fluffy material on the inside and a 
series of chain loops to connect them. 

Jason laughed and pulled out the last item He 
laid the thing down beside Kit on the bed, and though 
he stared at it for a good while, Kit still couldn't figure 
out what the thing was called. It had a long leather 
wrapped handle and strands of leather coming out of 
the base. 

"Flogger," Jason told him as he sat down on the 
bed with him. The things were between them and Kit 
watched as Jason stroked over the long strands of the 
thing he called a flogger. "It has lots of strands, they can 
be soft like a caress or they can sting, It all depends on 
the Dom and how he wants to use it for the kind of 
reaction he's seeking. This one is yak leather, very soft 
and very fine. Used by me, one like this won't make 
you bleed but it will leave marks on your skin. A cat, or 
cat o' nine tails, is similar but it has fewer strands and 
they're usually thicker. Sometimes cats even have a 


small bit of extra pointed leather or even a barb at the 
end. They hurt more. There's very little caress with them 
and far more scratches. I don't own a cat and I don't 
like to use them. Blood is never something I like to see 
from my sub." 

Kit nodded, following as best he could, until 
Jason had said "his sub." Kit looked up at him, his 
mouth set into a hard line. There it was again. That 
distinction of the men Jason would have sex with, lots of 
them if Kit had to guess since he seemed so 
experienced, and then Kit. Who Jason would kiss and 
touch but wouldn't address directly when talking about 
sex. "I want to be your sub," Kit said boldly. 

Jason's lips cracked into a smile. "You don't 
know the first thing about being a submissive. But it's a 
nice compliment, thank you." Kit huffed angrily as Jason 
went on to the next item. "Handcuffs, which I'm sure 
you could figure out. I like my subs bound." Kit retold 
that sentence to himself his own way, getting rid of "my 
subs." He didn't want to think about Jason with other 
men. 

"And how would you use that on me?" Kit 


asked, pointing to a red ball with straps attached to it. 

Jason's eyes narrowed at him "I would have 
my sub wear this gag in his mouth to keep him quiet." 

"Think it would fit me?" Kit pressed him. 

"Keep pushing me and you'll find out. Now eat 
your burger." 

Kit grinned as he took another bite. He knew 
the look Jason was giving him, and the tone of voice he 
was using. He had managed to frustrate him And that 
made Kit happy for some reason he couldn't explain. 
He finished the last of the burger and tossed his 
wrapper into the nearby trashcan. 

"Milkshake too." Jason handed the drink to 
him. Kit bit back a sigh and forced himself to drink it. It 
was too sweet but at least it had melted for the most 
part. He drank it as fast as possible until he reached the 
end with a loud slurp that made Jason grin. He threw 
the empty container away in the trash. Then he looked 
at Jason expectantly. He'd done what he wanted. So 
now what? 

Jason handed him his cell, open and ready to 
call his mother. "Tell her you're spending the night. If 


you decide not to, that's fine. And I will take you home. 
But she should at least have some idea of what your 
plans are." 

Kit bit the inside of his cheek and looked away. 
He didn't want to talk to his mom. He hadn't really since 
the accident. Since he'd called her night after dialing 
911. She'd been upset and he could rationalize that 
now. But he still remembered her words to him that 
night as he lay there on the side of the road, holding 
Bear's lifeless body in his arms, and wanting nothing 
more than to have his mom with him, telling him it was 
all some fucked up nightmare. He'd needed to hear that 
Bear wasn't dead. And she'd yelled at him. 

"Kt," Jason pressed. Kit hung his head. He was 
a coward who couldn't even tell his mom he was 


spending the night somewhere. 

"She won't care," he muttered as he pulled his 
knees up to his chest. 

Jason sighed and shook his head. "She loves 
you, Kit." 


"She hates me," Kit countered angrily. He 
wiped his eyes as tears started falling again. Great. He 


was crying again. No wonder Jason thought he was a 
goddamn child with the way he bawled. 

"Your mom doesn't hate you, Kit. Both of your 
parents love you. You're all they have now." Jason 
sounded so sure of himself and Kit wanted to believe 
him. Really he did. Life would be so much simpler if he 
could just believe everything Jason thought was true. 
But he couldn't. 

"She blames me," Kit said brokenly. He hugged 
his head, not wanting to hear the words he'd spoken. 
But they were out there anyway. And he couldn't hide 
from the truth in them. "Bear died protecting me." 

Jason's mouth was a warm caress against his 
own. Kit gave into that comfort easily, letting him get 
lost in the salty taste of Jason's kiss as he let the larger 
man lay him down on the bed. It was so easy to want 
what he was offering, to give in to the peace. 

Until Jason had to ruin it by pulling away. Kit 
looked up into those onyx eyes, seeing the pain there 
and hating how his choices that night had hurt him "I 
should have grabbed him," Kit whimpered. Jason 
carefully wiped away his tears with the pad of a rough 


thumb. "It's my fault." He tried to curl into a ball, to cry 
as he held himself like he'd done so many nights since 
then. 

But Jason's weight against him prevented it. He 
tried again but Jason shifted his body, holding him down 
even more effectively. He'd been a wrestler in high 
school and apparently hadn't forgotten anything. Kit 
muttered out a curse as he bucked his hips against him 
in one last futile attempt to get him off but Jason only 
shook his head. "You'd need another forty pounds of 
muscle and some actual technique to get me off of you 
right now, Kit. So stop trying, you're just wasting your 
energy. Now that I have you here and you can't get 
away, we're going to talk about this bullshit." 

Kit scowled at him He didn't want to talk 
about it. 

"Bear pushed your sorry, ungrateful ass out of 
the way because he loved you. Even if he didn't love 
you, he still would have done it. Because that's the kind 
of hero macho bullshit Bear did every damn day. And 
you weren't driving that truck. You weren't drinking. 
You didn't make those choices that led up to your 


brother, my best friend, getting hit by a fucking drunk 
driver on some stupid stretch of road. I don't give a shit 
what your mother said to you or why you think she 
hates you. She was wrong to say those things to you. 
And youre dead wrong if you think she isn't hurting just 
as much as you are." 

Kit could only stare at him, his mouth gaping 
open. 

"Now, get up. Call your mother and tell her you 
are spending the night here. Nothing more, nothing less. 
If she says anything that hurts you, hand the phone to 
me. If she yells at you, you hand the phone to me. You 
don't let her hurt you or make you angry. You're going 
to do this because you are an adult and a responsible 
adult keeps their promises. I told her you would call her 
if you were staying late. So you will" With that Jason 
rolled off of him and then grabbed Kit's hand to help 
him sit up. 

Kit silently picked up the phone. His hands 
were trembling but he could do this. He nodded. He 
had to do this. Jason hadn't moved from his side and his 
warmth was pressed against the length of Kit's leg. 


Jason would help keep him safe. He dialed. 

"Jason? Is that you again? Darling, if I didn't 
know better, I'd think you were lonely and missing me," 
his mother said as she answered. She was giggling and 
he could hear other women talking in the background 
about making more margaritas. He hadn't heard her 
sound this happy since Christmas. She'd been drinking 
then too. 

"It's me," Kit said as he tightly shut his eyes. He 
didn't want to do this. Didn't want to hear her voice 
again. Not through a phone. 

The giggling stopped instantly. "Oh, well... 
Hello, Kit." 

He gulped. "Hi." 

"You having fun?" 

That actually brought a smile to his lips as he 
opened his eyes and looked at the line of leather 
instruments Jason had pulled out. "Loads. Jason's 
showing me his toys." Beside him, Jason chuckled. 

"That's good... Very good." 

'T'm staying the night," Kit said quickly, getting 
to the point. 


"All right. You boys have lots of fun." She hung 
up the phone, as eager to be done with him as he was 
with her. 

"We used to be close," Kit said as he handed 
the phone back to Jason. 

He nodded. "I remember. Death changes a lot 
of things, almost never for the better." He put his phone 
on the nightstand after turning it off. 

"You don't leave it on in case of calls?" Kit 
asked him, clearly surprised. 

Jason shook his head. "I'm with you right now. 
Nothing is important enough to interrupt that." Kat felt a 
flutter in his belly. No one had ever said that to him 
before. He'd never been first. "Stand up and take your 
pants off." 

Kit looked up at him, startled. But Jason just 
looked back at him expectantly. "Go on." 

He swallowed thickly as he forced his legs to 
work. He stood, wobbled, but managed to stay upright. 
He started going toward the bathroom but a sharp 
word from Jason halted him. "Stay where you are." 

Kit felt himself go red. Jason wanted to watch. 


He'd never been watched before, not like this. They'd 
all changed before at the gym or at the swimming pool. 
But it wasn't anything like this. He felt exposed and raw. 
What if Jason didn't like what he saw? What if he was 
too small? Kit fidgeted and shifted on his feet. 

"T'm waiting," Jason reminded him. 

Kit forced himself to look up at him This was 
Jason. He could do this. He took a deep breath and 
made his hands go to the button of his jeans. Did Jason 
like it when guys went slowly? Or fast? Should he tease 
him first? Kat didn't know how to tease. At this point he 
barely knew how to stay standing as he saw Jason's 
cheeks flush with desire. He wanted to be good for him. 
He wished he hadn't stopped eating regularly. He 
looked much better with more weight on him And if 
he'd worked out a little, that would have been great too. 
His fingers worked on the button, struggling as his 
hands shook. Finally he got it open and slid down the 
zipper. He wasn't wearing underwear. He never did. 
And although he knew that Jason could barely see 
anything right now, he felt nearly naked as he stood 
there. 


And Jason just kept looking at him. There was 
no encouragement, but no displeasure either. Did he 
like what he saw as Kit stuck his thumbs in the band of 
his jeans and slowly began pushing the rough material 
over his hips? It was impossible to tell ftom Jason's 
blank expression. His gaze tracked Kit's slow 
movements, but that was it. Kit's jeans hit the floor with 
a whoosh and he stepped out of them, kicking them 
aside. His cock was in full view now, proud and 
wanting as it bobbed against his belly. He faced off 
against Jason, his mouth set into a stubborn line as he 
watched him slowly rise from the bed. 

Kit tried to cover himself as Jason came up 
beside him. "Let me see," Jason commanded him, his 
voice dark and beautiful to Kit's ears. But he flinched at 
the first touch of Jason's fingers on his shoulder. 

"Am I just for you to look at then?" Kit asked 
him bitingly. 

Jason gave his hair a light tug. "You will answer 
me when I ask you a question, and if you decide at any 
point tonight that you don't want to continue this, then 
you may tell me so. I will not gag you tonight. Not just 


because I want you to have the freedom to tell me if 
something is too much, but also because I want to hear 
every perfect gasp and moan you will make tonight. My 
rules are simple. You must be honest with me in all 
things, you will not hide yourself from me in any fashion 
and you will tell me if you don't like something. If you 
can't obey those three simple rules then we will stop 
right now." 

Jason's hand dropped to the patch of fine hair 
right above his cock. He couldn't breathe through the 
lump in his throat and couldn't think beyond the rushing 
of his heart as it beat loudly in his ears. "Kit?" 

Kit nodded. Whatever Jason wanted, it was a 
yes. Jason's fingers went further down, his thumb 
stroking over the base of Kit's cock just before he 
cupped his sack in his hand. "I require an answer," 
Jason told him, his voice soft in Kit's ear. 

"Yes," Kit hissed. 

Jason dropped his hand and Kit made a moue 
of disappointment. "Sit on the edge of the bed." Kit was 
quick to follow his mstructions. He thought for a 
moment to put his hands on his lap but thought better of 


it as he caught Jason watching him. 

Jason stood in front of him and Kit couldn't help 
but watch as he ran his hands over his muscular torso, 
pausing to pay attention to those silver rings Kit liked so 
much. Kit blushed and kept watching as Jason ran his 
hand over his stomach, touching himself everywhere Kit 
had wanted to for years. He circled his navel and traced 
the colorful tattoos spread over his hips and molded 
onto his stomach until his fingers dipped into the band of 
his lounge pants. Kat's breath caught as he dropped his 
pants in one smooth movement. He could barely 
breathe as Jason kicked his pants away and all of the 
man's beauty was on display for him to see. He'd seen 
Jason naked before. He was sure of it. But he'd never 
really looked before. And now Jason was giving him an 
open invitation to look as much as he wanted to. 

"You need to breathe, Kit," he said with a 
chuckle. "You can look for as long as you want. But 
you've got to breathe." 

He nodded and forced himself to take a rushing 
breath that felt far too hot for his lungs. "You're so 
beautiful." 


Jason blushed. "Thanks. That means a lot 
coming from you." He came closer. "Now, lean back, 
use a pillow if you have to in order to keep weight off 
your tattoo. And spread your thighs." 

"Wha—" Kit had barely made a sound as Jason 
dropped to his knees in front of him on the floor. He 
was quick to obey, his heart pounding in his chest as 
Jason's hand slid over his cock. 

"Tell me, did Dale the asshole give you oral 
sex?" Jason asked him He was so good, knowing 
exactly how to touch him that Kit could barely hold on 
to a single thought. He shook his head quickly. Dale 
hadn't done anything but fuck him. This was nothing like 
that. "Good," Jason said before Kit felt the first brush of 
the man's warm breath against the head of his cock. 
And then his hips bucked as Jason took him into his 
mouth. Kit panted, trying not to tremble as Jason 
swirled his tongue over Kit's cock. His hand joined his 
mouth, stroking him as his mouth quickly followed. The 
combination had Kit moaning loudly as he clutched the 
sheets. He'd never felt something so good, had never 
lost his mind to the delicious pleasure someone else 


could offer him And it was Jason. Oh God. The man 
sucking on his cock was the same one he'd been in love 
with for so many long years. 

Jason's moans joined his and Kit looked over 
to see the man stroking his own cock, pulling at the 
angry purple head in a display Kit found entirely too 
arousing. He was getting close as he watched Jason 
touch himself, his large cock being stroked in long, fast 
movements. 

And then his climax hit with a force like he'd 
never felt before and he cried out Jason's name as his 
hips bucked into the man's mouth. He lay there, 
trembling and panting, as his eyes came back into focus 
and Jason slowly used his mouth to clean him off 

Kit watched as he rose back up on his feet and 
gave hima smile. "Thank you," he whispered. 

Jason nodded. "Turn over, Kit. On your belly, 
knees on the floor, legs apart." He tossed a couple of 
pillows onto the floor. "Rest your knees on these." 
Though Kit's movements were slow and languid, he did 
what Jason wanted. He sighed happily as he rested his 
head on his arms. He was relaxed and feeling better 


than he had in weeks. 

"Jason, I—" he cut off abruptly as a stinging 
smack came across his right butt cheek. He gasped as a 
second one joined it on the other side. He watched 
Jason over his shoulder. The man gave hima grin which 
he returned as best he could as another smack landed 
on his skin. 

"You have a beautiful ass." Jason stroked his 
hand over Kit's reddened skin. "And I love seeing my 
mark on it." Kit blushed deeply. Another stinging smack 
landed but this time the instant pain was replaced with a 
tingling rush that went up Kit's spine and then landed 
squarely in his groin. He moaned the next time Jason's 
palm made contact with his tender skin. And the next 
had him squirming against the side of Jason's bed as he 
moaned. 

"Good job," he told Kit as he ran his hands 
over the red skin of his ass. Kit smiled. He liked that he 
had pleased Jason. He looked back as he felt 
something soft and leathery run over his skin. "Now, 
normally I'd whip your back, your ass and the back of 
your thighs. But you'll never feel the flogger over your 


back. It would be too painful with your scars. If 
someone ever wants to do that to you, you tell them no 
and if they insist, you leave and get help." Kit pursed his 
lips. Again with the damn talk of someone else. "Nod if 
you understand," Jason told him. Kit nodded. He didn't 
want anyone else, but he didn't want Jason to stop 
either. The soft leather felt good against his skin, its 
caress warm and gentle against the tender flesh of his 
ass as Jason dragged it over him. 

Until that first biting stroke came across the 
backs of his thighs and Kit cried out in surprise. 
Another came, just as surprising as the first. Each 
stroke hurt less than the spankings had, but it was a 
different kind of stinging sensation that left him sore as 
each strand landed against him, each creating their own 
mark on his thighs. He had just started getting 
accustomed to the feel of the flogger when Jason took it 
away. 

Kit looked back at him expectantly, waiting to 
see what would be next when he saw Jason drop to his 
knees behind him. "I'm going to enter you here in just a 
second, Kit. I want you to relax when I do and know I 


will never hurt you intentionally, but there will be some 
pressure. I will go slowly and we will take our time. I 
promise you will enjoy this far more than you did your 
first time." Kit nodded. That was easy enough. He'd 
already enjoyed this far more than anything he'd done 
with Dale. "Give me your hands, cross your wrists at 
your back." Kit was surprised but instantly complied, 
trying to hold as still as possible. A moment later he felt 
the soft fluff of the cuff close around first his right wrist 
and then his left. Yes, he was trapped. But not really. 
Jason wasn't holding him prisoner. Kit just couldn't 
touch him. He pulled a little, testing them at first, before 
he realized just how securely Jason had fastened them 
These weren't the cheap plastic handcuffs Bear 
used to put on him when they were kids and playing 
cops together that Kit used to be able to wiggle out of. 
He knew he wouldn't be getting out of these until Jason 
let him and that security helped solidify something inside 
of him. He felt Jason slide a finger between the cuff and 
his wrist on both sides before the man's hands again 
returned to his hips. "They're not too tight. These will 
keep you from touching yourself while I'm inside of you. 


You'll come again, but not until I tell you that you can." 

"Okay," Kit said quickly before Jason had to 
prompt him for a reply. He looked surprised at his 
willingness but then that face Kit loved so very much 
smoothed into a smile. 

Jason threaded his fingers into his and then 
rubbed his thumb against Kit's wrist. He closed his eyes 
and smiled, enjoying the gentle caress of the other man's 
touch. A small smile flitted over Kit's lips as Jason 
leaned down and kissed the back of his neck. 

"How do they feel?" 

Kit smiled. "Odd. But okay." 

That seemed to satisfy him as Jason nodded 
and turned away. "You'll have condoms on you at all 
times now. Not just when you plan to go to clubs. I 
don't expect you to be giving blow jobs in dark alleys, 
but I want you to be prepared. And it's your 
responsibility to keep yourself safe. No one else's. Any 
guy youre with has to wear them with you. No 
exceptions. If he refuses, you don't let him come near 
you." Kit could hear him tear open the package and 
nodded. "Never open it or put it on with your teeth. It's 


sexy as hell to put a condom on with your mouth. But 
you can puncture it if you aren't experienced. So don't 
do it. I've got an extra box I'm going to send you home 
with tomorrow." 

Kit closed his eyes. "I wish you wouldn't say 
that," he whispered desperately. 

Jason's hands went still on his hips. "Say what?" 

Kit shrugged. "All this ‘someone else’ crap you 
keep going on about. I want you. Why can't you see 
that?" He sniffled and Jason stroked his hips and thighs, 
comforting him. 

His reply was slow, but when it came Kit could 
hear the sadness in Jason's voice. "Do you really, Kit? I 
know you're having fun right now. But do you honestly 
want this?" 

Kit nodded. "I want you. The rest of it... I'm 
not sure about. I like it. But what I really want, what 
I've always wanted, has been you." 

He watched as Jason ducked his head. A 
moment later he nodded. "All right. If you still feel the 
same way in the morning we will talk about long term. 
I've never done anything long term like that so i'll be 


new for me as well. But if you're really sure, then we 
can talk about it." 

Kit nodded. "And if you see that I'm right, that 
we're good together, then you don't wear your bracelet 
anymore." 

Jason looked surprised. "All right. No more 
bracelet, no more clubs, if you still want this in the 
morning. And I won't mention someone else again. 
Now relax, I'm going to put some lubricant in your ass 
and on my cock." 

Kit smiled. He felt like he'd won a little. And he 
knew Jason didn't let people win that easily. His cock 
was painfully hard as he listened to the sloppy noises 
Jason made as he spread the lube over his cock. Then 
there was a squirt and Kit felt the cold gel slide down 
his ass just before Jason inserted a finger into him Kit 
held his breath, waiting for the sting that had come when 
Dale had stretched him, but Jason only continued to 
shde his finger in and out of Kit's ass instead of the two 
or three Dale had used as if he had been trying to see 
Just how many he could fit inside of Kit. 

"You're tense, relax," Jason told him quietly. Kit 


nodded and forced himself to take a deep breath. Jason 
slowly slid his finger out for the last time before Kit felt 
his warm hand on his hip. "I'm going to press against 
you now. I'm going to go slow and I need you to 
breathe. Tensing up won't help either of us." When Kit 
didn't respond right away Jason frowned down at him 
"Understand?" 

Kit nodded at him over his shoulder. "Yes. I'll 

That seemed to be good enough for Jason as 
Kit felt him slowly push the crown of his cock just 
inside of his ass. He tried to hold still, knowing he 
needed to, but wanting to feel him so much deeper. Kit 
bit his lip to keep ftom begging Jason just to fuck him 
already as he took his time, entering him by fractions of 
the inches Kit really wanted. 

"Please," Kit whispered. He shook his arms in 
frustration and the metal chains clinked together over his 
lower back until he rested his arms, letting himself relax 
as he felt Jason move inside of him with irritating 
slowness. "Faster, please, Jason," he said as he looked 
back over his shoulder at the larger man. 


Jason chuckled darkly and held Kit's wrists 
right over the cuffs. "You'll get used to them after a little 
bit. And I will go faster, when you're ready." 

'T'm ready now," Kit complained as he pushed 
back against him 

He laughed and ran his fingers down the length 
of Kit's spine. "You always were impatient. Remember 
when Bear and I told you we were going to go play 
laser tag and you couldn't stop begging us to take you 
sooner than when we said we would?" 

Kit nodded. "Bear finally told me if I mentioned 
it again he was going to leave me home." 

"But we still took you." 

"And I kicked both of your butts," he said with 
a grin. 

Jason's laugh was thick as it ran over Kit's 
heated skin. "So you think you're ready for me to go 
faster?" 

Kit bit his lip and nodded. He didn't know what 
faster meant to Jason, but he knew he had to trust him 
He felt Jason's fingers tighten on his hips and held his 
breath as he slid further inside of him He kept going, 


pushing deeper until he stopped. Kit watched him, 
wondering what the hell was going on but afraid to ask. 

And then Jason pulled out of him, nearly all the 
way until Kit felt empty down to his soul. Jason slid 
forward, slamming home and making Kit gasp. He bit 
into the pillow beneath his head and Jason's pace 
became furious, shaking him down to his core. Sex with 
Jason was different than anything he could have ever 
expected or imagined. It was rough and each sensation 
was blindingly brilliant as they coursed through him, 
rushing along his veins and firing through his mind until 
he could barely think. 

But then Jason went still and Kit slowly came 
back to himself? He choked down huge gasps of air as 
he struggled to catch his breath. Behind him Jason was 
breathing just as hard. "Why'd you... why stop?" Kit 
whispered incoherently. 

Jason leaned down and kissed Kit's cheek. "I 
want you with me." 

'T'm right here." He shook his wrists a little for 
emphasis. "Can't go anywhere." 

Jason chuckled and shook his head. "Mentally 


you were gone. You'd stopped thinking." 

Kit frowned. "Is that such a bad thing to escape 
sometimes?" 

"You should never want to escape from the 
person you're with." Jason ran his hands over Kit's arms 
and down his sides. "You are so beautiful. I can't get 
over how good you look under me with your hands 
bound behind your back and your face flushed with 
sex." Kit moaned as Jason's hands went to his ass and 
began to squeeze him. 'T've pictured you like this for 
years. Wondering what sounds you'd make as I slid into 
you, if you'd call my name when you come. Now I 
know you do and I'll be hearing my name on your lips 
again soon." 

Kit could barely breathe. He'd wanted to know 
those same things. He'd been picturing Jason above or 
behind him for years. It was always Jason he thought 
about, even when he'd been with Dale. Having him 
now, knowing everything he did about Jason, made the 
experience surreal. He was different than Kit could 
have ever pictured in his fantasies. But he was so much 
better as well. Kit had always pictured Jason as a 


darker, harder lover than Dale had been. But he always 
believed Jason would be caring and compassionate. 
And he'd been right. Oh God, he'd been right. 

"Ready?" 

Kit nodded and smiled softly as he slid back 
into him. His pace was fast, but not nearly as much as it 
had been and Kit was able to keep his focus this time. 
Jason had been right, being aware of every touch was 
better than the blind pleasure he had experienced 
before and Kit savored every time Jason slid his cock 
into him, every scratch of Jason's short nails against his 
ass and every soft kiss he placed on Kit's shoulder. 

His pleasure had been at a slow boil most of the 
afternoon but with this new focus Kit felt himself 
charging toward the cliff with little regard to the rules 
Jason had laid out so neatly for him But he couldn't 
touch himself and that quiet torture made him whimper 
with need. 

"Doing okay?" Jason asked him His voice 
sounded rough, like he might be close too. Good, Kit 
desperately hoped he was. 

Kit forced himself to nod. 


Jason gave his ear a light tug. "Tell me what's 
going on." 

"Close..." Kit gasped as he rubbed his painfully 
hard cock against the side of Jason's bed, desperate for 
friction. "So close." 

Jason grinned and used his strong hands to pull 
Kits hips back from the bed. "No cheating, Kit. I'll let 
you come, promise. But not yet." 

Kit groaned and glared back at the smirking 
man. "Why the hell not?" 

Jason's smile turned evil. "Because I said so." 

Kit groaned and buried his face in the pillow. 
Jason was just being mean and it was so fucking unfair 
that he couldn't come. He gasped as Jason surged into 
him, his pace steadily increasing. A moment later he felt 
the sting of Jason's palm against his hip as he struck 
him. The moan that fell from his lips was quickly cut off 
as Jason landed another stinging swipe to the outside of 
his other hip. 

"Like that?" Jason asked him teasingly as he 
moaned. 

Kit nodded. "Yes, very much." 


Jason laughed. "Good. I do too. Your skin has 
the most delicious red marks on it right now. And 
youre so pale they stand out perfectly." He dropped his 
hands to Kit's tender hips, holding him. Warmth spread 
through Kit with that contact. He could feel Jason's 
touch so much more clearly now that his skin had been 
spanked. He grinned. He would have never been able 
to imagine such a thing before today but the last few 
hours had been full of surprises. 

And Jason had helped him take his mind off of 
Bear's death. He hadn't actually thought about his 
murderer's suicide in hours. And even then it had just a 
fleeting thought and far too brief to hurt him Thinking 
about Bear in any fashion usually brought crippling pain 
that left him struggling to get even one breath down. But 
with Jason, sharing those memories of the man they had 
both loved had felt right. Like it was okay to be sad 
with Jason because he understood Kit's pain and was 
hurting too. 

Jason's teeth on his shoulder quickly brought 
Kit out of his musings. "Stay with me, Kitty." 

Kit groaned. He hated that nickname. "Don't 


call me that." 

Jason laughed. "My cock is deep within your 
ass and you start going off on some thought tangent. 
I've never met someone more ADD when it comes to 
sex than you." 

Kit turned bright red. "Bastard." 

Jason leaned down and nipped his shoulder 
again. "I'm close," he breathed in Kit's ear. "Want to 
come with me?" 

Kit nodded eagerly. He was more than ready to 
come and the knowledge Jason was close had just 
pushed him even further toward that pomt. "Yes, 
please," he moaned a second later, quickly 
remembering Jason liked it when he answered him. 

"Good. I like watching you in that moment 
when you climax and sex fills your face." Kit shook as 
he felt Jason's sure fingers latch onto the base of his 
cock. He timed his strokes perfectly, sliding his hand 
down Kit's length and running his thumb over the slit in 
his cock just before he slid back ftom his ass and 
moved his hand back up to stroke along Kitts balls. The 
matching movements had Kit gasping into the pillow as 


he struggled against the cuffs. He wanted to touch 
himself and needed to touch Jason. 

Thankfully Jason leaned forward, placing just 
enough of himself against Kat's lower back so Kit could 
touch his belly and stroke the fine hairs that trailed 
down his navel. A moment later Jason leaned back and 
Kit felt his firm hand clasp the thick muscle that 
connected his neck and shoulder. He turned his head 
and kissed Jason's fingers as they tightened on him. He 
was desperately close as he looked back at Jason. He 
was surprised to see those onyx eyes staring back at 
him, capturing him as he surged one last time into Kit's 
ass, his name falling from his lips. 

Kit's own climax took him by surprise a second 
later as he shot onto the floor next to Jason's bed. He 
cried Jason's name just before he collapsed, spent and 
panting on the bed, his face pressed to the pillow and 
not caring about it at all. Jason pulled out of him and he 
heard the smacking of rubber as the condom was 
tossed into the nearby trash can. His hands were free a 
moment after that and then he felt himself being lifted in 
the air as Jason scooped him up. 


"I can walk," Kit protested weakly. 

Jason smiled and planted a gentle kiss on his 
forehead. "I know you can, Kit. But I wanted to carry 
you." 

Kit closed his eyes and enjoyed the moment. 
"Bet you say that to everyone." 

"No, not really." Kit's eyes slowly opened as 
Jason sat him down on the wide ledge of the bathtub 
next to a small collection of shampoo bottles. And a bar 
of soap, the same kind the Bear used to buy. They 
were special, hand-crafted and Bear had believed they were 
worth every penny. Kit picked up that nearly new square 
and breathed it in deeply. His mom had cleared out all 
of Bear's things from the bathroom they'd shared and 
donated whatever had been unopened before Kit 
crawled out of bed one morning. Looking back, that 
might have been the day after the funeral. But he'd been 
so numb those first few weeks after Bear's death he 
couldn't be certain. He just knew that his brother was 
quickly being stripped out of the house he'd grown up 
in. 

"I don't want to go home," he whispered 


brokenly as tears began pulling in his eyes. 

Jason pursed his lips as he turned on the water. 
He checked the temperature and then let it run. "Why 
not?" 

Kit put the soap back and wiped his eyes with 
the back of his hands as he slowly looked up at Jason. 
"Bear's not there." 

Jason sighed and kissed Kit's forehead. "I 
know, Kit. But he's not anywhere. Not anymore. He 
died." 

Kit shook his head fiercely. "I know that. Don't 
you think I know that? But he's not there. Mom threw 
out all his stuff and the rest she boxed up and put into 
the attic. There's no soap left. I don't even know where 
to get it. Where do I buy Bear's soap?" he finished with 
a sniffle as he wiped his nose. 

Jason pulled him into his arms and hugged him 
tightly. "I didn't know, Kit. Dammit, I didn't know. She 
shouldn't have done that to you." 

Kit shook his head. "She took him away. She 
boxed him up and she threw him away," he mumbled as 
he clutched Jason tightly against him. 


Jason kissed his temple and then pushed gently 
on his chin to turn Kit's face toward him as he pressed 
his lps to Kit's. The brush of Jason's lips was 
comforting and Kit let the taste of the other man soothe 
him. Jason turned the water off and lifted him again, 
never breaking the contact between their mouths as he 
slowly stepped into the water. Kit pulled away as he felt 
the warmth rush over him. Jason slid in behind him and 
pulled Kit back against his chest, letting Kit fit neatly 
between his thighs. 

"You don't have to go home," Jason told him 
softly as he began peeling the tape and gauze off his 
back. "Not if you don't want to." 

"I don't," Kit said adamantly as he watched 
Jason work. Jason just nodded and tossed the 
bandages aside. 

"It looks good. I'll let you see it in a little bit, but 
it looks good." 

Kit watched as he took a clean washcloth and 
began patting it over his skin. He flinched at first as the 
hot water sliced through his open wounds but then he 
relaxed as Jason's hand came up to the back of his 


neck, steadying him. 

"The pain helped me focus during sex," Kit said 
quietly. 

Jason nodded. "That's what it's supposed to do. 
That and I just like seeing the marks." 

"And it made each touch matter more," he tried 
to explain. 

Jason grinned and leaned forward to kiss Kit's 
shoulder. "Yeah, it does." 

Kit smiled and let his head fall onto his chest. 
Jason tossed the washcloth aside and pulled him back 
against his chest. Kit shifted slightly so that he was 
turned into Jason and his new tattoo wasn't touching 
him. "When did it start for you?" 

"Tt?" Jason asked him as he tucked Kit's head 
under his chin and circled his arms around his smaller 
frame. 

Kit fumbled. "The spanking and stuff?" 

He felt Jason's chuckle through the other man's 
chest and smiled at the sound close to the lower growl 
of thunder. "I was eighteen the first time my partner 
tried to spank me. Back then I didn't know I'm a top. 


There was another guy with us, and though I didn't like 
being spanked, I enjoyed spanking him The most 
experienced of the three of us showed me how to use a 
flogger on the other guy. He liked canes too, which I 
don't. But it was good experience and my first taste of 
the less traditional side of sex." 

Kit had asked but he really didn't like hearing 
about Jason with another guy. Still though, he was 
curious. "Your first time was with two other guys?" 

Jason nodded. "At a club no less. I was just 
barely over eighteen. Bear didn't know. I was too 
nervous to tell him But he followed me there and 
watched as I went in. Thankfully he didn't come in after 
me but he did ask me about it the next day, especially 
when he saw the red marks on my wrists. I don't do 
well with being tied and had struggled pretty violently 
until the guy untied me." 

"Why try it then?" Kit asked him quietly. 

Jason shrugged. "To be honest I was 
embarrassed and new. I didn't know what I liked or 
didn't, or how much. And I didn't want to appear to be 
a wuss in front of the other guys. It was a valuable 


learning experience, but not my fondest sex memory. A 
year later Bear came over here unannounced and let 
himself in when I didn't answer the door right away. He 
wanted to borrow a movie and got a pretty big shock 
when he heard the guy I was with in the bedroom. He 
didn't see anything but he did give me a strange look 
when he saw the guy's wrists as he was leaving a few 
minutes later." 

Kit flinched. He didn't want to know any more. 
Didn't want to know about the guys Jason had done 
exactly that to. "Please... stop..." 

Jason's arms tightened around him. "Talk to me, 
Kit." 

Kit pressed his eyes tightly together to keep 
from crying, "I don't want to hear about you with 
anyone else. No more." 

Jason ran his hands down Kits arm and side. 
"Okay. I won't say anymore. But, Kit, you asked. And 
you knew I wasn't a virgin. Before you came to the 
shop, you didn't even know I was gay. You can't be 
mad at me for having experiences that didn't involve you 
years ago." 


Kit knew he was being unreasonable. "I just 
don't like it. I want to be your only one. No one else. 
Not ever again." 

"I know you do, Kitty." 

Kit grinned. "I'm going to kick your ass." 

Jason laughed. "You're going to need to eat a 
whole lot more for that to happen. Even then it'll be a 
slim chance." 

"L know." He had to start eating again, and 
going to school and getting a job. "Little steps though. 
Right?" 

Jason nodded. "Nothing you aren't ready for." 

A slow smile came over Kit's lips. He could 
handle that. "Can we stay like this then? Just a little 
longer?" 

"Yes. As long as you want," Jason told him 
quietly. "There's no rush. We'll stay like this and I'll hold 
you until the water gets cold." Kit sighed against his 
chest and Jason wrapped his arms around him, holding 
him close as Kit closed his eyes and relaxed against 
him. 


Chapter 5 


Jason was awakened well before he wanted to 
be by an unfamiliar noise in his bedroom. He held his 
breath and counted to ten. The exercise helped him 
focus on cataloguing his surroundings the way he'd done 
since he was a kid. His bedroom door was still shut and 
locked. He'd had to petition the apartment manager to 
allow him to install that deadbolt but it had become a 
necessity for his peace of mind over the years. He 
looked to the blinds. They were undisturbed and the 
windows were still locked behind them The wind 
outside would have been making them move if the 
windows weren't closed. Good. No one else was in the 
room with him and Kit. He blew out the breath he'd 
been holding. 

There it was again, the muffled cry that had 
caught his attention, even in the deepest recesses of 
sleep. He turned to Kit and frowned when he saw the 
ball the smaller man had managed to turn himself into 
during the night. Jason put a hand on his shoulder and 


then barely missed getting punched in the jaw as Kit 
blindly lashed out at him with both fists. 

"Fucking hell, Kit," he ground out as he 
grabbed Kit's thin wrists and pinned them up above his 
head. Jason knew he had no right to be mad at Kit for 
having a nightmare. And he wasn't. Not really. Groggy 
and irritated at his sleep being disturbed, sure, but not 
mad. It was more fear and concern that made his heart 
race as Kit struggled violently beneath him. And holding 
onto him was a balancing act. Jason knew his own 
strength. He had to, as a Dom who liked to mark his 
partners with his hands and the flogger. If he didn't 
know how strong he was he could easily hurt someone. 
But holding Kit as he fought him without even realizing it 
was dangerous for the younger man and Jason didn't 
want to hurt him because of it. 

"Bear!" Kit yelled, his voice hoarse from the 
tears Jason could see running down his cheeks. "Help! 
Bear!" 

"Shit." Jason's heart clenched as he looked 
down into that pale, pain torn face. He shook Kit's 
wrists as carefully as he could, hoping the jolt would 


wake him. 

"Bear. Sorry, Bear." He shook his head from 
side to side and thrashed under Jason. 

He cursed and turned his head away as Kit's 
hips pushed up against him, finding his cock and giving 
him just enough play to get his body's attention. This 
was absolutely the wrong time to get a hard-on but his 
cock could have really cared less. "Kit!" he shouted into 
the man's face as he shook him again. 

Kit went still under him. Slowly the fight seemed 
to drain out of Kit and Jason released his hold on the 
man's wrists. "What's your name?" Jason asked him 
quietly. He was pulling at whatever therapy techniques 
the counselors had taught him when he was a kid. He'd 
had nightmares then, but most of the stuff they'd taught 
him he hadn't thought about for years. 

"Kit Gibson," he said, shutting his eyes tightly as 
he turned away. 

Jason nodded. He no longer looked like he was 
in pain, though he was still paler than Jason would have 
liked. But then again, he'd been looking like that since 
he walked into the tattoo shop. "And who am J?" 


Kits eyes fluttered open. "Heavy." His voice 
was just a whisper but there was a hint ofa smile on his 
lips. 

Jason chuckled. "No, what's my name, Kitty?" 

"If I call you Jason the Asshole, will you let me 
go back to sleep?" 

Jason leaned down and trailed a faint line of soft 
kisses over Kit's cheek and jaw. "Glad you're okay," he 
said as he released his wrists. He wasn't ready to stop 
touching him though. As wrong as it might have been in 
the moment, Jason liked feelng Kit's body pressed 
against his. They hadn't put clothes back on after the 
bath and the feel of Kit's soft skin was just too much of 
a temptation for Jason to ignore. 

Kit scowled at him "Course I'm okay. What 
are you doing on top of me?" 

"You had a nightmare." He couldn't explain 
more than that. 

Kit's mouth flattened into a hard line. "Always 
have them. Sorry." He yawned loudly. 

Jason nodded. "It's okay." He should really get 
off of him He really should. Fuck. He dipped his hips, 


just a fraction of an inch, and felt Kit's cock there 
waiting for him. Kit's eyes closed as he moved his hand 
between them and brushed the length of Jason's cock 
with unsure fingers. 

"Guys do it like this sometimes, don't they?" Kit 
whispered as he dropped his head to the side. 

Jason rubbed against the length of his cock, 
feeling the hard flesh pressing against his own and biting 
back a moan. "Yeah, they do," Jason said, 
remembering Kit had asked hima question. 

"I haven't." His inexperienced fingers fumbled 
over Jason's cock as he tried to rub them together. 

Jason reached between them and tangled his 
fingers through Kit's, pulling his hand aside and bringing 
it up to the pillow next to his head. "You just had a 
nightmare." It was a weak excuse as he felt Kit lift his 
hips up to meet his. "Ah fuck, Kit, don't do that," he 
ground out between clenched teeth. 

"I always have nightmares." Kit dropped his 
hips back down to the bed. "Don't usually have you." 
His eyes were open and Jason could just barely make 
out the green of them in the soft glow of light from the 


nightlight he kept in the bathroom. 

He swallowed thickly and nodded. Kit was an 
adult and he knew what he wanted, and hell if it wasn't 
what Jason wanted too. He opened the bedside table 
with his free hand and pulled out the small tube he kept 
for his solo play. He didn't usually do this with other 
guys. It had been too intimate for him in the past since 
he had to face his partners when they rubbed their 
cocks together. It was too hard to pretend the guy he 
was fucking was Kit when it wasn't his face staring 
back at him, moaning in a voice that wasn't his, saying 
things Kit would have never said. 

But this time as Jason leaned back just enough 
to spread a few drops of the lube over their cocks, he 
didn't have to pretend. And as that slow warmth started 
spreading over his hard skin, he took the mouth he'd 
been dreaming about for years in a possessive kiss. 

"It's warm," Kit whispered in awe when Jason 
broke their kiss just long enough for them to catch their 
breaths. 

He nodded. He'd bought it specifically because 
of that and it had worked as he'd closed his eyes and 


pretended the liquid warmth was Kit's mouth as it slid 
over his cock. He took their cocks in his hand and 
began sliding them together as his fingers clenched 
around Kit's. Kit bucked beneath him but Jason leaned 
down and kissed him, forcing him to focus on something 
else as Jason chose the rhythm. A moment later he felt 
Kits short nails biting into the muscle of his ass as he 
clutched at him. 

Jason broke the kiss and let his head drop 
beside Kit's hand on the pillow. Kit was moaning 
incoherently as he moved beneath him, trembling as 
Jason sped up and squeezed them harder together. "Oh 
fuck, Kit, you feel too good." 

Kit nodded and pushed his head back, giving 
Jason more of his skin as he nipped and licked at the 
tender flesh Kit so eagerly offered him. "Please, Jason," 
he begged as he shook beneath him. 

Jason gave Kit everything he had been wanting 
and so much more as their climaxes hit at the same time, 
pushing them both higher than they would have ever 
been alone. As Jason moaned loudly into his mouth, Kit 
clutched them tightly together. They lay together for a 


few long minutes, sharing breaths and gentle kisses. 

"Think you can sleep now?" Jason asked as he 
rolled off of Kit. He ignored the mess on his stomach as 
he pulled the other man toward him. 

Kit had a small smile on his swollen lips as he 
pressed his back against Jason's chest. His arms came 
around Kit, holding his thin frame against him. He still 
couldn't get over how much weight he'd lost. Or how 
quickly it had happened. He could feel Kit's ribs under 
his fingertips and the points of his narrow shoulder 
blades dug into his muscular chest. Kit shuddered with 
every shallow breath as he quickly fell back to sleep. 

And Jason nearly cried. 

"I promise you, Kit," he whispered as he kissed 
the back of his head. 'T'll always be here for you. No 
matter what, and regardless of what anyone else says. I 
failed you once and I won't do it again." 

"Osssay, Jassson... loves you," Kit breathed 


sleepily. 
Jason smiled. He loved Kit too. 


KOK OK k 


Jason was already up, dressed and showered, 
when Kit groaned and rolled over in bed. Jason smiled 
at him and ruffled his sex-tousled hair. The younger man 
had more than surprised him last night; he'd been close 
to shocked as Kit took everything he had to give and 
seemed to enjoy it. 

Kit passed every test Jason threw at him Not 
that he liked to think of his sex life as a series of tests. 
But it often felt like that. His partners would do 
something, usually without meaning to, which would ruin 
anything they and Jason had constructed in their short 
time together. And it was always short; Jason couldn't 
remember any of his relationships lasting more than a 
few weeks. 

But Kit, he was different. Sure, he could be 
stubborn, but Kit had always been like that. And 
stubbornness wasn't a deal breaker as far as Jason was 
concerned. Insolence was and fortunately Kit had never 
developed that particular trait. 

"Get up, Kit," he called as he finished brushing 
his hair. "We're going soon." 


"Go 'way," Kit grumbled sleepily. 

Jason grinned at him. They'd never been on the 
same page in the mornings. He and Bear were early 
risers. Kit had always slept as long as anyone would let 
him. But that wasn't going to happen today. He went to 
the side of the bed and yanked the covers back, 
exposing Kit to the early morning chill and the bright 
sunlight coming in through the blinds Jason opened 
every morning, "Time to get up." He sat on the bed next 
to Kit's hip. 

Jason lightly stroked his fingertips down Kits 
side. His lean body had always been beautiful. He'd 
never been muscular, but then again, Jason didn't like a 
lot of muscles on his guys. He worked out and didn't 
expect the men he brought home to as long as they 
were in shape. Kit would be back there again with 
enough time and someone making sure he remembered 
to eat. Jason wanted to be that person. 

He touched his left wrist, a force of habit he 
supposed, and felt only the smooth skin of his arm. His 
gaze went to the thin band of gray leather, sitting on the 
bedside table beside Kits pillow. He hadn't taken it off 


for any reason in years, not even to shower. But this 
morning he had. He didn't need it anymore. He was no 
longer the tattooed Dom who liked to tie guys up as he 
fucked them and then send them on their way with a bit 
of cash to cover the taxi fare. He wasn't sure he'd ever 
really been that guy to begin with. Sure, he liked seeing 
Kit tied. The younger man had looked damn sexy with 
the cuffs on his wrists and his arms bound behind his 
back as Jason took him from behind. But he couldn't 
remember a time when he hadn't pictured Kit on the 
faces of those nameless men he'd brought home over 
the years. 

His only fear was that Kit might not want him 
back. Sure, they'd had a lot of fun last night. But Jason 
knew things could look dramatically different in the light 
of the day. He only hoped Kit wouldn't run from life 
again. Even if he didn't want to share Jason's bed, he 
still wanted Kit in his life. Permanently. It had been the 
three of them for so long that being two felt strange. But 
being one had been awful. The first month after the 
accident Jason had worked harder than he'd ever done 
in his life. And his business had blossomed because of 


it. When he hadn't been working, which had been rare 
those days, he'd worked out, often lifting well into the 
early hours of the morning. 

Back then he'd have done anything to stay busy 
and avoid thinking about Bear. He'd needed the 
distraction at the time but now he knew what a stupid, 
selfish ass he'd been. He was hurting from the loss of his 
best friend, but Kit was nearly dying from the loss of his 
brother. And he'd always promised Bear he'd look out 
for Kit. Whenever Kit had to stay late in school and 
Bear had to go to practice, Jason had made sure to be 
there to walk him home. After Dale broke up with him, 
Jason had stayed close to make sure he didn't do 
anything else to hurt Kit. Thankfully most of the guys 
he'd met were rarely as catty as girls could be and so 
Dale had left him alone. 

Jason knew he'd let them both down, especially 
when Kit really needed him and that realization burned. 
He leaned down and kissed Kit's forehead. 

'T'ma mess," Kit said softly as he came awake. 

Jason cracked a smile at him. Sure, Kit smelled 
like sex and his hair was standing up in unruly spikes. 


But he didn't look like a mess. "You're fine." Kit gave 
him a smile and he swallowed. Damn he was beautiful 
when he smiled. "Get up, we've got a stop to make 
before work." Jason quickly stood up and walked to 
the closet. He needed to put some space between them 
before he carried Kit to the shower and joined him 
under the hot spray. He closed his eyes and bit his 
bottom lip. This was so not the time for a fucking 
erection. 

"Didn't you get enough of him last night?" He 
muttered at the rising tent in his loose jeans. 

"Who're you talking to?" Kit asked as he came 
up beside him. 

Jason turned to look at him and instantly wished 
he hadn't. Kit hadn't bothered to cover up with anything 
and Jason could clearly see the red lines across the 
younger man's ass and thighs. He forced himself to suck 
down some air. "Go take a shower," he ground out as 
his hands clenched into fists at his side. 

Kit's eyes went wide and he took a step back. 
"Jason... I'msorry... I didn't mean..." 

Oh, fuck it. Jason grabbed him and took 


control of Kat's mouth as his arms held him tightly 
against his chest. Kit seemed startled for a moment but 
then moaned loudly as he slipped his tongue between 
Jason's teeth. 

"Shower, now. Please," Jason breathed as he 
forced himselfto take a step back ftom Kit. "You didn't 
do anything wrong. I just want you too damn much and 
I've got a client at ten." 

Ktt's cheeks flamed and his swollen lips turned 
into a playful grin. Jason smiled back at him and placed 
a gentle kiss on those lips he loved so much. He 
doubted he'd ever see them not swollen or bruised 
again. Not if he could help it anyway. "It's barely 
seven," Kit said as he glanced at the clock. "We've got 
time." His fingers slipped into Jason's and he tugged 
lightly. "C'mon." 

"Wish I could, Kit," he cupped himself} making 
sure Kit saw just how much he wanted him. "But we've 
got somewhere to be. Now go get showered." 

Kit frowned but thankfully stopped tugging as 
he started walking toward the bathroom. "Where're we 


going?” 


Jason pulled himself away ftom watching the 
sway of Kit's hips and the curve of his ass long enough 
to answer. "The cemetery." 

Kit turned and Jason watched as his impossibly 
pale skin seemed to lose even more color. "No. Jason, 
no. I'mnot going," 

He blew out a breath. "Yes, you are. I go every 
morning on my way to work and you're coming with 
me. Now go get showered." 

Kit shook his head. "No. I just went. I don't 
need to go again." 

Jason pressed his lips together. He hated being 
lied to. And he knew Kit was lying, even if he didn't go 
there every day. He was certain Kit hadn't been to 
Bear's grave since the day of the funeral. Just in case 
though, he'd ask him a question to be sure. "What kind 
of flowers does your mom keep on his grave?" 

Kit stopped just inside the bathroom door. He 
looked back over his shoulder and Jason could see the 
hurt as it marred his face. "You know I'm lying. Don't 
you?" 

Jason closed his eyes and nodded. He could 


have kept lying so Jason supposed his turn at honesty 
was a good thing. It still didn't erase his previous lie 
though. "And I hate liars. You know that. Thank you for 
not continuing to lie to me. Now go shower." 

Again Kit hesitated. "I didn't do laundry last 
night so I don't have any clean clothes." 

"Go shower, Kit. I won't tell you again. I'm 
finding some smaller clothes for you." He began rifling 
through his shirts. 

He heard the door close and breathed a sigh of 
relief; Kit could be stubborn with the best of them but 
he could take direction when he needed to. His cock 
grew at a memory of how very well Kit could take 
direction from last night. "Dammit," Jason growled. He 
pulled out a shirt and a pair of shorts he hadn't worn 
since high school and tossed them onto the bed. They 
would still be big on Kit so he tossed a belt on the bed 
as well. He heard the water start running as he tossed 
their dirty clothes into a basket next to the laundry 
machines. They were a luxury in the small apartment 
building and worth every penny of extra rent he had to 
pay for them 


He understood Kit not wanting to see Bear's 
grave. Hell, he hadn't wanted to at first either. But 
talking to him, whether he believed Bear could hear him 
or not, had helped. Some people meditated before 
work or drank a couple gallons of coffee. Jason sat 
down in front of his best friend's grave and talked about 
how the day before had been. Sometimes, on the days 
he really missed Bear, he even went after work as well. 
He also went after work when he'd given some 
teenager a tattoo they'd be regretting in a few years. 
Bear had always gotten a kick out of first tattoo stories 
like that. 

He hoped talking to Bear would help Kit too. It 
couldn't hurt to try anyway. 

A few moments later the bathroom door 
opened and Kit stepped out. Jason was almost 
disappointed at the low slung towel Kit had tied around 
his waist, but he was also grateful for it. Until Kit came 
close enough that he could see the fine droplets of 
water on his pale skin and Jason's mouth went dry. He 
quickly turned away as Kit dropped the towel and 
began pulling on the clothes. 


"How long do you want to stay today?" Jason 
asked him as he fiddled with something on his desk. 
Anything to keep from looking at Kit as he dressed. 

"You said I didn't have to go home," Kit 
reminded him, his voice barely loud enough to be heard. 

Jason turned around. Could he really mean 
that? "You're right. You don't have to." 

Kit nodded. "I need a few things. Bear's stufi 
that I saved ftom my moms clutches. My laptop. My 
music." He shrugged. "Crap like that." He looked up, 
his emerald eyes uncertain. Jason knew the things he 
spoke of, though they were just things, were far ftom 
crap. It was just Kit's way of trying not to force an 
issue. Jason would make sure he had whatever he 
wanted from his childhood home and anything else he 
needed. 

A slow smile came over Jason's mouth. He 
quickly crossed the room and captured Kit in a tight 
hug that very nearly suffocated him "Stay as long as 
you want." He placed a kiss on Kit's temple. 

"Bear know you were this mushy?" Kit said as 
he struggled out of Jason's hold. 


Jason laughed and stepped back, giving him 
room to finish getting dressed. "No, probably not. We 
were close but I sure as hell didn't go around kissing 
him all the time." 

Kit rolled his eyes. "Sure hope not. 'Cause that 
would make last night weird." 

"And how was last night?" Jason asked him, 
suddenly serious as he leaned against the wall, quietly 
watching Kit. 

Kit frowned and his shoulders hunched. "I liked 
it," he said after a moment. 

"All of it?" He had to know. Even if he didn't 
want to hear Kit didn't like what he'd given him, even if 
he decided he'd changed his mind about things that 
were integral to Jason's sexual habits. He couldn't 
change who he was and what he liked and he wouldn't 
force his preferences on someone he cared so much 
about. He had to know the truth about what Kit really 
wanted out of this. And if Jason wasn't the right person 
for him, then shit, he'd find a way to get over that and 
make sure Kit was with someone who worked well for 
him and could treat him right. Kit deserved at least that 


much. 

Kit slowly nodded. "Does that make me... 
bad? That I liked it when you spanked me? That I liked 
when I couldn't use my hands on me because I was 
handcuffed?" 

Jason tangled his fingers in Kat's fine hair and 
gave the strands a light, playful tug. "No. Not at all. So 
what if you like a little kink?" 

Kit gave him a small smile. "You promised 
something too. If I still wanted this thing between us in 
the morning," 

Jason's smile grew and he nodded toward the 
bedside table. "Look for yourself" He held up his bare 
wrist. 

Kitt's eyes grew wide and he scrambled across 
the bed, over the mess of blankets and sheets, to snatch 
up the bracelet. "You're done? Truly done?" 

Jason nodded. "I'm yours and only yours for as 
long as you want me. No more clubs, no more random 
strangers." 

"The flogger stays though, right?" Kit asked 
quickly as his face turned red. 


Jason laughed. "Yeah, that stays. And you can 
pick out the next one if you want to. There's a shop 
about two hours away that specializes in gear for the 
kinkier side of sex that I'd like to take you to when 
we've got time." 

Kat ducked his head and grinned. 'T'd like that." 

Jason nodded and slung an arm around his 
shoulders, pulling him close. "Me too. Now come on. 
We need to hurry if we're going to get any of the good 
donuts. The guys at the shop usually demolish them 
pretty quickly and I'm not being left with sprinkles and 
jelly filling again this week. That shit's just nasty." 

Kit's quiet laughter filled the hallway as they left 
the apartment and headed out into the early morning 
sunshine. 


The End 
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